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PRELUDE 

SPIRIT  of  Poesy  !  what  is  thy  dow'r 
To  him  thou  kissest  in  his  birth-hour? 
A  dream  that  ever  haunteth 

And  lureth  like  a  Bride  ; 
A  heart  that  ever  vaunteth 

Arfs  high  and  splendid  pride ; 
A  soul  that  ever  straineth 

Each  petty  earthly  thongs 
And  in  unrest  attaineth 

The  joy  and  strength  of  Song ! 

Spirit  of  Poesy !   what  doth  thy  dow'r 
Make  of  the  Poet  in  his  birth-hour? 
The  Singer  of  MarHs  sorrows^ 

Delights  and  hopes  most  dear ; 
Of  Timers  enwomb^d  To-morrows 

The  Prophet  and  the  Seer ; 
Tht  Priest  of  Love  and  Beauty^ 
The  Prince  of  Fancy  bright ; 
And,  thrall  to  his  high  duty. 
The  Bearer  of  the  Light  I 

Spirit  of  Poesy  !  what  doth  thy  dow'r 
Promise  the  Poet  in  his  birth-hour? 
Of  Life  a  brimming  ineasure^ 
No  stint  or  niggard  dole, — 
With  all  its  bloom  and  treasure 

A  vision  to  his  soul ; 
In  joy  and  pain  to  fashion 

Thereof  both  crown  and  sword. 
And  know  his  Poet's  passion 
To  be  his  Son^s  reward! 


SWEETS    OF   EDEN 
Poems  of  Nature 


ODE  TO  THE  SPIRIT  OF  BEAUTY 

THE  sweets  of  Eden  still  delight  the  Earth  : 
For  thou^  O  Beauty  !  in  a  myriad  birth 
Dost  yield  immortal  joys  to  mortal  eyes 
Blest  in  the  knowledge  of  thy  Beings — wise 
In  the  sweet  wisdom  of  a  spirit-sight 
That  knows  and  claims  thee,  Spirit  of  Delight, 
In  each  glad  incarnation  !     Thou  dost  seem 
The  mystic  missioner  of  what  we  dream 
Lurks  viewlessly  behind  the  veil  of  sense 
Corporeal, — a  precious  Immanence  ! 
Thy  brightness  shines  in  all  its  soft  allure 
To  the  soul-sense  a  joy  and  splendour  sure ; 
For  thou  art  Nature's  soul !     Thy  deathless  spell 
Her  elements  unsentient  compel 
To  thine  own  revelation !     Yea,  as  tho' 
Each  ray  of  living  light  to  thee  did  owe 
Obedience,  thy  word  to  her  they  bear, — 
The  charm' d  imperious  mandate  :  Be  thou  fair ! 

When  the  young  Day  leaps  from  his  rosy  bed 
To  run  his  radiant  course,  his  fresh  smiles  shed 
A  lovelight  warm  upon  the  waking  world ; 
And  thy  light  laughs  again  from  Earth,  impearl'd 
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With  morning  dews  on  every  leaf  soft-sparkling, 

In  every  tender  flower-chalice  darkling : 

From  Earth, — ay !  and  from  Heav'n,  and  Ocean  gay 

With  all  her  waves*  innumerable  play. 

'Neath  the  espousal  of  his  sun  warm  kiss 

Thou  glowest  softly  in  a  blush  of  bliss, 

Breathing  a  bloom  and  bounty  near  and  far  : 

In  delicate  miracles  of  blossom-star 

And  nodding  bell ;  of  tremulous  tassell'd  grass 

Afoam  and  banner'd  to  the  airs  that  pass  ; 

In  freakish  patterning  of  insect-wing  ; 

In  many  a  lowly  unconsider'd  thing, 

As  in  the  opulence  of  vistas  Avide — 

The  gather' d  gloiy  of  their  verdured  pride. 

So,  sweetly  wooing  where  thou'rt  sweetly  woo'd, 

Thy  genius  wantons  in  an  amplitude 

Of  gentle  witcheries  and  subtle  joys. 

Which  not  Day's  parting  passion-pain  destroys ; 

For  clasping  thee  in  one  last  rapture  fine. 

His  sunset-sorrow  holds  a  joy  divine. 

How  then  thou  dost  enchant  our  charmed  eyes 

In  strange  fantastic  forms  and  faery  dyes  : 

In  phantom  fancies  of  bright  elfin  lands, — 

Of  flushed  enchanted  isles  and  gleaming  strands, — 

Of  golden  seas  whose  glittering  flood  onpours 

In  luscious  splendour  to  empurpled  shores, — 

Of  flowery  fields  whose  fervid  riot  glows 

In  banks  of  violet,  daffodil  and  rose  ! 

But  ah !  thy  pomps  must  fade,  thy  ardours  fail. 

As  o'er  the  earth  dusk  softly  draws  her  veil 
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And  dims  the  changing  glory  of  the  sky — 
Dissolves  its  last  and  tenderest  ecstasy. 
Now  comes  the  Night ;  and  lo !  thy  kiss  is  set 
Upon  his  lips.     Ah  !  canst  thou  so  forget 
Thy  sunbright  love^  thy  first  fond  nuptials  ?     Yea  : 
Thy  magic  wakens  in  each  pallid  ray 
That  hghtens  Earth  and  Heaven^  as  the  Moon 
Arouses  Nature  from  her  darkness-swoon ; 
And  as  around  her  glamorous  joy  is  shed. 
Thy  marriage-jewels  sparkle  overhead  ! 
Yet  be  ye  wanton  ;  never  may  we  chide 
Such  sweet  inconstancy, — so  sweet  a  Bride. 
Beauty,  forbear  no  instant  of  delight ! 
Claim  her,  thou   Day !  and  claim  her  too,  thou 
Night ! 

Delicate  Spirit !     Genius  of  Joy  ! 
Tho*  other  pleasures  may  the  senses  cloy. 
Thine  are  eternal ;  for  thro'  ravish' d  eyes 
The  soul  looks  out,  and  from  thy  pageantries 
Draws  vital  draughts  that  rouse  a  keener  zest ; 
Till  Life  grows  lovelier  in  thy  eager  quest 
And    happy    worship.       How    thy    smile    doth 

wake 
From  hill  and  dale, — from  moor  and  grove  and 

brake, — 
From  grassy  bank  and  meadow  where  the  gaud 
Of  flowery  gold  and  silver  decks  the  sward 
With  spangled  honours, — from  the  shining  river 
With  wind-kiss'd  bosom  flashingly  a-quiver, — 
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From  dancing  rill  and  gliding  reedy  stream 
O'er  whose  repeated  banks  the  willows  dream, — 
From  dell   and  dingle,  and   from   green-fringed 

mere 
Shrining  its  shrine  upon  its  waters  clear ! 
How  glad  with  thee  is  every  pastoral  way 
Hedged  with  a  wanton  wealth  of  verdure  gay ! 
How  jocund  the  wdld  woods  where  flow'rets  bright 
Bloom  in  a  blazonry  of  chequer'd  light ! 
How  sweet   the    streamlet  wand'ring   thro*    the 

glen 
In  bowery  burrowings  from  the  eyes  of  men  ! 
How  rich  the  solitude  of  forests  hoary 
Whose  immemorial  trees  in  legion'd  glory, 
With  leafy  luxury  of  spreading  boughs 
Have  built  a  dimness  where  the  Dryads  drowse ! 
How  dear  the  sunlit  dimpling  of  the  deep, — 
The  stillness  of  the  lake  where  softly  sleep 
The  mirror'd  mountains, — and  the  quick  cascade 
Joyous  with  foam  amid  a  bosky  shade  ! — 
In  every  scene,  thy  revelation  bright 
Makes  Nature  seem  one  lyric  of  delight. 
Thus  to  the  seeing  eye  dost  thou  express 
Thyself  in  mood  of  tender  graciousness. 
Yet  hast  thou  too  an  awe  none  may  deny — 
A  statelier  pride,  a  sterner  majesty. 
When  on  the  mountain  shagg'd  with  fir  and  pine, 
Exalted  in  magnificence  divine, 
Thou  art  enthroned  ;  when  o'er  each  cliffy  wall 
In  regal  pomp  imperious  in  its  thrall 
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Thou  broodest,  grimly  glorious  !     Cleft  ravine 
And    wild   crag-sundering   gorge   proclaim   thee 

Queen ; — 
The  glittering  ice-field  knows  thy  lordly  sway : 
The  rock-torn  rapid,  hurtling  on  its  way 
To  leap  at  last  in  fierce  torrential  might 
To  doom  terrific  in  sublime  affright, — 
And    the    wide    warring    waste    of   storm-swept 

ocean 
Tossing  its  mob  of  waves  in  mad  commotion ; 
Flinging  its  breakers  with  a  thund'rous  roar 
To  the  white  welter  of  a  rugged  shore  ! — 
O,  sovran  Beauty !  let  who  can,  decide 
Between  thy  smiling  gladness  and  thy  pride  ! 

Yet,  dear  Enchantress,  thy  high  rule  and  power 
Is  noblier-crown'd  ;  for  thy  divinest  dower 
To  man  himself  is  given :  the  Being  set 
To  win  a  lordship  thro'  the  war  and  threat 
Of  all  the  Ages  ; — who,  his  race  half-run. 
Grows  conscious  of  perfection  yet  unwon  ; 
Reaching  thro'  laws  whose  hope  he  scarce  may 

guess 
Unto  a  grander,  prouder  kingliness. 
To  form  and  feature  dost  thou  lend  thy  grace, 
And  ne'er  is  eye  so  blind  but  there  'twill  trace 
Its  quality  ;  ne'er  human  soul  so  dead 
But  thrills  to  thy  delight  there  over-shed. 
And  O,  how  rare  the  charm  that  sets  aflood 
The  pulse  of  manly  Youth  when  Womanhood 
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Reveals  thy  spell,  which  pregnant  then  with  fate 

Witches  the  soul  to  worship  passionate  ! 

Sweet  eyes,  sweet  hair,  sweet  mouth,  sweet  brow, 

sweet  breast. 
Thou  makest  sweet — are  dear  at  thy  behest ; 
And  wheresoe'er  is  set  thy  subtle  snare. 
The  very  bloom  of  Paradise  is  there ! 

High-purposed  was  thy  birth,  O  puissant  Sprite  ! 
The  various  glory  of  the  Day  and  Night, 
Of  land  and  sea,  of  gladness  and  of  pride, 
Of  all  made  quick  in  thee  and  sanctified, — 
Is  but  one  reflex  of  a  thought  divine  ; 
Thou  art  its  eloquent  eternal  sign ! 
Thy  inspiration  stirr'd  the  human  clod 
And  lifts  him  yet  the  nearer  to  his  God, 
Rousing  in  waken'd  soul  and  kindled  eye 
The  fire  of  a  creative  mastery. 
So,  taught  by  thee,  and  wondrous  in  his  dream 
Of  thine  own  wonder,  doth  he  greatly  scheme 
To  prison  thee  in  marble,  or  in  glow 
Of  painted  canvas  ;  hall  and  minster  show 
Rich-wrought,  the  visions  genius  hath  known, 
In  piled  glories  of  fair-carven  stone. 
Yea,  thou  art  procreant  of  the  high  emprise 
That  gives  the  world  Art's  myriad  ministries. 
Hail !  then  to  thee,  O  Spirit  rare  and  bright ! 
Thou  dream  of  God  !  thou  soul  of  all  Delight ! 
Thou  million-pleasured  Joy  !     At  thy  behest 
Man  rises  to  a  destiny  half-guess'd. 
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Yea,  Deity  hath  breathed  thee  forth  to  be 

The  consecration  of  Humanity  ! 

Thy  Hght  but    shines  with  Love's    own  glorious 

ray; 
Thou  art  the  symbol  of  its  mighty  sway ! 
Thou  art  the  sweet  and  heart  of  all  Desire ; 
Shadow^  of  Him  to  whom  each  votive  spire 
Uplifts  its  praise, — of  the  supernal  Power 
That  gemm'd  the  heavens  and  enhued  the  flower, — 
That  marvellously  cast  thy  magic  rare 
About  the  naked  globe,  and  made  it  fair 
With  verdured  continents  and  sapphire  seas, — 
One,  in  the  swarm  of  the  Existences  ! 
So  let  the  Earth  and  every  happy  star, 
The  constellated  suns  that  flame  afar. 
The  leashed  worlds  that  in  the  ether  swim, 
Sw  ell  yet  the  music  of  their  spheral  hymn 
To  their  and  thy  Creator !     Be  their  fane 
The  Vast  they  make  magnificent :  thy  reign 
Their    gladness   and   their   glory !     May'st  thou 

shine 
On  every  soul  and  make  it  more  divine, 
Till  Life  puts  on  thy  splendour  and  thine  awe. 
And  lights  its  path  in  thine  eternal  law ! 


10  DREAMS  AND   REALITIES 


THE  PAGEANT  OF  THE  SEASONS 


Spring 

NOW  amid  the  meadowland 
See  the  gabled  farmstead  stand. 
Young-leaved  trees  hang  o*er  the  thatch ; 
'Mid  the  grassy  sward,  a  patch 
Gay  with  varied  colour,  shows 
Where  the  year's  first  flowV-flush  glows. 
Hyacinths,  red,  blue,  and  white. 
Breathe  a  challenge  of  delight ; 
Gaudy  tulips  flaunt  and  flare 
By  the  white  narcissi  fair. 
Whom  a  pensive  passion  thrills 
For  their  neighbour'd  daffodils. 
Border' d  in  their  flowery  fold 
With  purple  crocus  and  with  gold. 
Scarce  these  earliest  charms  are  sped, 
Gillyflowers  their  fragrance  shed 
Richly,  lusciously  around. 
From  each  velvet  bloom  embrown'd, — 
And,  amid  its  sheaf  of  spears, 
Lily-of-the-Vale  ai)pears. 


THE   PAGEANT  OF  THE  SEASONS       11 

Nature  bids  all  life  rejoice. 
And,  obedient  to  her  voice, 
Hark !  in  eveiy  hedge  and  brake. 
How  the  birds  their  revel  make ! 
There,  from  yon  green-bower' d  realm 
In  the  branches  of  the  elm, 
High  above  the  twittering  throng 
Shrills  the  sweet  exultant  song 
Of  the  dapple-breasted  thrush  ; 
And  from  every  tree  and  bush 
Flutes  the  blackbird's  silvery  call. 
Swells  the  finches'  madrigal ! 
From  a  hundred  happy  throats 
Pour  the  quick  delicious  notes, — 
Liquid  carol,  pipe,  and  trill 
Mingling  in  a  bubbling  rill 
Of  ecstatic  melody, 
Spraying  sweetness  o'er  the  lea. 
Laden  thus  with  song,  the  breeze 
Rustles  'mong  the  orchard  trees — 
Apple,  cherry,  plum  and  pear. 
Floral  branches  spread  in  air. 
Blushing  in  their  gala  dress 
With  a  gage  of  fruitfulness. 
Lilac's  cluster' d  buds  unfold 
By  the  lush  laburnum's  gold, 
And  the  chestnut  bears  its  load. 
All  its  green  with  blossom  snow'd 
Daisies  on  the  em' raid  sward 
Are  in  happy  legions  straw'd : 
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Silver-ra} 'd,  like  stars  they  lie, 
Laughing  to  the  fleecy  sky 
Bent  above  in  softest  blue 
With  glittering  sun-shafts  slanting  thro'. 
Here  the  wild  wood  scylla  shows 
Its  tiny  azure  bells  ;  there  glows 
The  primrose,  with  its  fairy  gold 
Out-flooding  from  its  shaded  hold. 
On  the  hedge-bank,  hawthorn-set, 
Blooms  the  sweet-breath'd  violet ; 
By  sequester'd  pool  and  stream 
Gracious  cowslips  shine  and  dream  ; 
While  *mid  meadow-grasses  sway 
And  smile  the  florets  of  the  may. 
Orchard,  garden,  bank  and  field — 
All  a  mingled  fragrance  yield. 
And  with  gayest  blossoming 
Grace  the  pageant  of  the  Spring. 
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II 

Summer 

BURGEONING  in  beauty  now 
Summer     comes     with     rose-crown'd 
brow^ — 
With  the  sun-gleam  in  her  hair, 
Gracious-bosom'd,  debonair. 
Like  a  Bride  whose  marriage-kiss 
Sets  her  soul  aglow  with  bliss. 
How  all  Nature  seems  to  tell 
Life's  wide  murmurous  miracle ! 
Mingling  with  the  lisp  of  leaves 
And  whisp  of  grass,  the  ear  receives 
An  undertone  that  scarcely  breaks 
The  veil  of  sense, — a  note  that  wakes 
In  the  stir  of  creeping  things, 
In  the  beat  of  insect  wings. 
Trembling  on  the  verge  of  sound. 
From  the  air  and  from  the  ground 
Comes  the  faint  unceasing  hum ; 
Scarce  the  honey 'd  flow'rs  are  dumb 
As  an  air  a  moment  dwells 
In  their  fairy  cups  and  bells. 
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Gentle  zephyrs  fan  and  play 

By  each  spangled  mead  and  way, — 

O'er  the  ripplmg  clover-fields, — 

0*er  the  pliant  com  that  yields 

Blithely  every  pennon'd  lance 

To  their  wavering,  lightsome  dance. 

Everywhere  some  new  delight 

Gives  itself  to  soul  and  sight  : 

Overhead  the  rustling  trees 

Swell  their  umbrage  to  the  breeze, 

Lift  their  spires  and  domes  of  shade. 

Hang  in  many  a  show'r'd  cascade 

Of  greenery.     O'er  bank  and  sward 

Flora's  hand  hath  flung  her  gaud  : 

Buttercups  in  orient  mass 

Blazon  all  the  meadow-grass  ; 

Marguerites  in  bounty  free 

Add  their  scatter  d  argentry 

Where  but  now  the  blue-bells'  sheen 

Laugh'd  across  the  waves  of  green, — 

And  the  speedwell's  hue  divine 

Shames  the  hair-bells  where  they  shine. 

As  it  roves,  the  eye  doth  meet 

Russet  sorrel,  meadowsweet 

With  its  scented  blossom-plumes, 

Ragged-robin's  vagrant  blooms, 

Dandelion's  tassell'd  gold. 

Campion  and  thistle  bold. 

Scabious  that  pales  beside 

The  field-geranium's  aziu'e  pride, — 
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Speckled  foxgloves  by  the  hedge, 
King-cups  that  engild  the  sedge. 
Neighboured  in  their  fairy  plot 
By  the  dim  forget-me-not 
And  the  stitchwort's  starry  spray 
Of  florets  delicately  gay. 
On  the  thorn's  divorcing  row 
Creamy  honeysuckles  grow. 
With  their  gracious  stems  atwine 
By  purple  vetch  and  eglantine. 
Thus,  with  countless  glories  more. 
Shows  the  season's  flowery  store ; 
While,  o'er  bramble,  bine,  and  bush. 
Where  the  blossoms  glow  and  blush, — 
Where  the  plumed  grasses  sway — 
Over  hedge  and  field  and  way — 
The  butterflies,  like  fluttering  flow'rs, 
Dance  away  the  golden  hours. 
Every  beauty  far  and  near. 
Tells  the  heyday  of  the  year.   .  . 
See  the  stately  swan  a-glide 
By  the  lake's  enreeded  side. 
Where  the  spreading,  pendent  boughs 
O'er  their  calm  reflections  drowse, — 
Where  the  rafted  lilies  grow. 
Folding  yet  their  chaliced  snow, — 
Where  the  warblers  of  the  sedge. 
Nested  by  the  water's  edge, 
Watch  the  dragon-fly  that  swings 
Thro'  the  air  on  rainbow  wings, — 
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Where  on  low-hung  branch  there  sits 

The  halcyon,  that  sudden  flits — 

A  flash  of  red  and  blue  and  green — 

O'er  the  sweep  of  silver  sheen, 

As  its  little  finny  prey 

Is  in  triumph  borne  away. 

Joyous  life  fills  earth  and  air, 

Breathing,  stirring,  lurking  there  . 

Ranging  bees  pass,  buzzing  loud, 

And  a  little  dancing  cloud 

Of  atomies,  with  ceaseless  swing. 

Hovers  light  on  vibrant  wing. 

Sway  the  branch  that  hangs  overhead. 

And,  with  painted  vans  outspread — 

Flying  from  the  sudden  squall — 

Sails  a  lordly  Admiral, 

Which  from  his  disturb' d  resort 

Flutters  to  another  port. 

Stretch  a  hand  and  pluck  a  leaf 

From  the  nearest  verdure-sheaf  : 

There,  to  lazy  motion  stirr'd. 

Crawls  a  spotted  ladybird. 

Stoop  to  where,  'mid  banked  fern, 

Gnarl'd,  moss'd  tree-roots  twist  and  turn  ; 

Cow' ring  in  the  herbage-screen 

There  a  tiger-moth  is  seen. 

With  its  wings  of  velvet  down 

Hued  in  luscious  cream  and  brown. 

Lift  the  eyes  and  cast  a  glance 

On  the  heavens'  clear  expanse  : 
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There  a  swallow  skims  the  air 
In  a  spacious  revel  rare^ — 
And  a  lark,  near  lost  to  view, 
Rains  its  music  from  the  blue. 
Landscapes  wide  and  creatures  small 
Mark  Midsummer's  Carnival ! 
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111 
Autumn 

LO  !  a  silent  woodland  glade 
In  Autumnal  garb  array 'd, 
And  pomp  supreme.     With  richest  hues 
The  season  now  the  shade  imbues  : 
Glories  new  the  branches  hold — 
Umber,  ochre,  red  and  gold, — 
Leaves  whose  sap  in  flame  hath  run 
At  the  kisses  of  the  sun, 
Which  with  his  first  light  caress 
W^oke  their  vernal  lovelmess, — 
Then  in  ardent  ecstasy 
Wrought  their  green  maturity, — 
Thriird  them  with  too  potent  heat 
To  a  passion  over-sweet. 
Now  the  gracious  love-days  close. 
Now  his  wooing  colder  grows  ; 
Sere  the  dreaming  woodlands  He, 
Boasting  pride  that  now  must  die. 
Thus  displayed,  the  mellow  year 
Passion-spent,  doth  now  appear. 
Trees  rich-flush'd  and  russet-glow'd 
Bear  a  slowly-lightening  load. 
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Jetting  thro'  their  fretted  screen 
Light  that  to  the  sylvan  scene — 
'Mid  the  shadows  waveringly 
Adds  its  chequer'd  fantasy^ 
And  an  elfin  pattern  weaves 
On  the  carpet  of  the  leaves. 
Eveiy  air  that  stirs  their  mass 
Showers  others  to  the  grass^ — 
Wafts  them  trembling  in  despair. 
Rustling  to  their  rest-place  there. 
Deeply  round  each  bole  is  spread 
And  heap'd  their  soft  and  yielding  bed. 
Whose  couched  nymph  or  dryad  might 
Seem  to  just  elude  the  sight. 
Sudden,  to  this  court  of  trees 
Sweeps  a  frolic-footed  breeze, 
Which  a  hinted  odour  yields 
Of  the  crimson-poppied  fields, — 
Of  full  barns  of  garnered  corn. 
And  of  meadows  harvest-shorn  ; — 
Snatching  up  with  hands  unseen 
Leafy  clusters  from  the  green  ; 
Whispering  its  imperious  plea  : 
Come  !  a  last  wild  dance  with  me  ! 
Ye  who  lov'd  my  vital  breath. 
Join  me  now  ! — a  dance  of  Death  ! 
Revel  now  with  twist  and  swirl 
In  a  mad  fantastic  whirl ; 
Ere  to  swift  decay  ye  fall, 
Keep  one  last  wild  bacchanal ! 
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So,  where  dream-soft  peace  hath  been, 
Frenzy  riots  o'er  the  scene  ; 
Startled  from  his  acom-search, 
Whisks  a  squirrel  to  his  perch, 
And  a  rook  in  quick  affright 
Takes  his  heavy-winged  flight. 
But  the  gust  that  eddies  there — 
Mimic  maelstrom  of  the  air — 
Dies  ere  scarce  it  knew  its  birth  ; 
So  the  patient-waiting  Earth, 
Tho'  it  yields  its  golden  sheaves, 
Claims  the  harvest  of  the  leaves ; 
To  its  bosom  takes  them  all  : 
Autumn's  glory  forms  its  pall ! 
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IV 

Winter 

LATEST  of  the  seasons  four 
Comes  the  Winter^  stark  and  hoar^ 
Holding  now  its  sovran  thrall 
And  dominion  over  all. 
Gone  is  all  the  flush  and  bloom^ 
Gone  the  softness  and  perfume. 
Gone  the  shimmering  azure  skies 
And  the  glancing  butterflies, — 
Gone  the  verdure-glories  rare. 
Leaving  all  the  branches  bare. 
All  the  charms  of  virgin  Spring 
Merged  in  Summer's  burgeoning, 
And  her  gather'd  opulence 
Sweird  the  rich  magnificence 
Of  Autumn  :  now,  that  glory  sped, 
Hath  the  soul  of  Beauty  fled  ? 
Nay  ;  for  over  splendours  slain 
Graced  anew  she  smiles  again. 
Oftentimes  in  pensive  mood 
Nature  keeps  her  quietude : 
Darkly  brown  the  glebelands  lie 
'Neath  the  pearly  arch  of  sky. 
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And  soft  greys  and  purples  kiss 

In  the  dreaming  distances. 

Now  the  humid  air  doth  hold 

The  rich  fragrance  of  the  mould — 

Of  the  earth  the  share  hath  riv'n, 

With  rank'd  furrows  deeply  driv'n. 

Sober  spread  the  pastures  prim^ 

And  with  mists  the  hills  are  dim. 

Now  may  pleased  eyes  possess 

The  gracious  pencill'd  nakedness 

Of  soaring  silhouetted  trees — 

Free,  sky-fretting  traceries 

Of  beech  and  birch,  of  oak  and  elm. 

Of  ash  and  sycamore,  a-whelm 

In  multitudinous  interplay 

Of  lines  clear-limn'd  against  the  grey  ; 

Each  sturdy  spread  and  lissom  height 

A  maze  of  intricate  delight.  .  .  . 

Now  the  season's  sceptred  pow*r 

Magically  thrills  the  hour 

To  sudden  change  :  the  mantling  snow 

Beauty  over  all  doth  throw, — 

O'er  the  hilly  solitudes. 

O'er  the  valleys  and  the  woods. 

Over  lane  and  glebe  and  down, — 

Brooding  green  and  grey  and  brown, 

Flow'rless  field  and  leafless  tree 

Wed  in  one  white  purity. 

On  the  tangled  scrub  and  thorn 

Its  ragged  coverture  is  borne ; 
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Heavy  hangs  the  plumed  fir, 

Heap'd  and  bunch' d — one  blanched  blur. 

And  the  holly  now  doth  hide 

In  masses  thick  its  berried  pride. 

Thus,  in  universal  thrall. 

Earth  is  exquisite  withal. 

Yet  the  rarest,  loveliest  grace 

That  smiles  upon  her  changing  face, 

Comes  in  transient,  briefest  bliss 

With  the  hoar-frost's  magic  kiss, — 

When,  one  flow*r  etherial-white, 

The  landscape  greets  the  morning  light 

With  a  million-spangled  gleam. 

Splendid  as  a  seraph's  dream. 

Alder-clump  and  bramble-bush, 

Herbage-tuft,  fern-frond  and  rush. 

Every  bank  and  hedge  and  tree. 

In  an  argent  panoply 

Of  breathing  dews  on  which  the  night 

Hath  cast  a  spell  of  strange  delight. 

Stands  transfigured  ;  in  a  trance 

Of  ecstasy  the  wide  expanse, 

'Witch'd,  bediamonded,  impearl'd, 

Visions  forth  a  fairy  world ! 

On  the  naked  ramp  of  thorn 

In  new  loveliness  re-bom. 

With  its  rime-spears  silver-set, 

Hangs  full  many  a  Jewell' d  net. 

Which  Titania  might  wear 

To  enmesh  her  wayward  hair 
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While  each  festoon' d  spider-thread 

With  its  frost-gems  over-shed. 

As  a  strand  of  pearls  might  deck 

E'en  the  brightness  of  her  neck. 

White,  above  white  thorn  and  briar, 

The  enchanted  trees  aspire — 

Crystal  branches  spread  in  air, 

Purely,  delicately  fair  ; — 

White,  beneath,  w^ith  dusted  stars 

Gleam  the  grasses'  scimitars, 

And  the  ivies  climb  and  trail, 

Dim  leaves  clad  in  misty  veil. 

O'er  the  regal  glistening  scene 

Flutes  an  elfin  music  keen. 

As  the  robin  on  the  bush. 

And,  from  tree-top  height,  the  thrush, 

Thrill  again  with  lyric  glee 

Winter's  hour  of  fantasy ! 
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Epilogue 

The  Pageant  of  the  Seasons  in  their  pride 
Passes  and  changes  :  Beauty  doth  abide. 
Delight  still  speeds  the  train  of  smiling  Hours, 
Bearing  their  gifts  of  splendours  and  of  flow'rs ; — 
They  touch  the   Earth  with  grace,  and  onward 

glide, 
Whisp'ring :  We  go,  but  beauty  doth  abide ! 
Old  Time  leads  on  the  measure  of  his  dance ; 
Like  circling  nymphs  the  linked  Months  advance  ; 
And  as  the  Pageant  passes  in  its  pride 
Change    melts     in     change,    but     Beauty    doth 

abide ! 
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A   SUMMER   NIGHT 

"nr^IS    Night, —  and    in    the    purple   deeps   of 

X         space 
The    moon   now   shows,   now    veils    her    radiant 
face ; 
Now  swimming  in  the  ether's  clear  expanses 
While  all  the  cloudy  rack  her  glory  laves, — 

Now  diving  as  a  billow'd  mass  advances, 
To  revel  like  a  Naiad  in  the  waves 

That,  jealous  of  her  downward-darting  glances. 
Would  hold  her  hidden  in  their  own  embrace. 

Across  the  tumbled  ocean  of  the  air 
The  beacon  stars  shine  tremulously  fair ; 

Earth,  sated  of  the  murmurous  Day,  reposes ; 
Each  roving  bird  has  sought  its  secret  nest. 

And  not  the  brightest  moonlight  ray  discloses 
The   haunts   where   drowsy    creatures    are    at 
rest ; 
The  languorous  night-wind  lulls  the  listless 
roses. 
And  Silence  holds  the  sleeping  world  in  care. 
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But  hark  !  the  song  from  yon  dim-wooded  ground, 
That  breaks  and  wells  enchantingly  around. 
The  fluty-throated  nightingale  is  calling 
In  cadence  gentle  as  the  soothing  spell 

Of  tinkling  streamlets  musically  falling 
O'er  mossy  rocks  in  some  delightful  dell, — 
And  now  outpours  in  rhapsodies  enthralling, 
A  wanton  riot  of  melodious  sound. 


Ah !   what  dumb  thoughts  and  charmed  fancies 

rise. 
As,  wing'd  with  soul-awak'ning  witcheries 

Of  tingling  sweetness  and  divinest  power. 
The  quick,  wild  notes  tumultuously  throng 
From   that  deep-verdured,  gloom-enchanted 
bower, 
Enravishing  the  ear  of  Night  with  song 

That  thrills  with  passion-pain  the  magic  hour. 
And  sanctifies  the  silence  as  it  dies. 

Now  hush'd  and  holy  lies  the  world  a-dream 
Beneath  the  peaceful  moonlight's  pallid  gleam, 
Steep'd  in  its  tender  mystery  and  treasure 
Of  exquisite  and  delicate  delight. 

A  joy  of  loveliness  no  tongue  may  measure, 
Wide  spreads  the  fairy  pageantry  of  Night, 
Wooing    the    soul    and    sense    with    placid 
pleasure. 
Which  slumber's  spell  shall  presently  redeem. 
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And  now,  O  balmy-bosom'd  Sleep !  thy  arms 
Invite  with  blessing  touch'd  by  Beauty's  charms. 
The  glory  that  the  heavens  are  revealing, 
The  ecstasy  that  thrill'd  the  night-bird's  song, 
The    wind-kiss'd    roses*    perfume:     sweetly 
sealing 
The  joys  of  each  in  one  enchantment  long, 
O !    now    enfold    my    glamoured    soul,    soft- 
stealing 
From  waking  witcheries  to  dreamland  calms. 
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THE  OPEN  AIR 

OUT  in  the  sunshine  !     The  Ufted  eyes 
Drink  the  glow  of  the  wide  glad  skies, 
With  the  soft  white  clouds  in  their  dreamlike 

march 
0*er  the  fair  expanse  of  the  azure  arch ; 
And  the  soul  upsoars  with  the  lark  that  flings 
From  heav'n  his  ardent  carollings — 
Outwings  his  boldest,  freest  flight, 
In  revelry  of  life  and  light ! 
The  soul  is  dead  that  cannot  be 
Thrall  to  the  skys  high  majesty  I 

Out  in  the  open !     To  feel  the  press 

Of  the  joyous  wind  or  its  soft  caress  ; 

To  breathe  each  whiff*  of  late-swept  sea, 

Of  meadow,  moor,  or  flowery  lea. 

Of  heather'd  hills,  of  woods  and  streams  ; 

To  snatch  its  secrets,  dream  its  dreams ; 

To  drink  the  amplitude  of  air  : 

Ah,  these  are  pleasures  sweet  and  rare ! 

The  soul  is  dead  that  doth  not  know 

The  magic  of  the  winds  that  blow  / 
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Out  in  the  woodlands  !     Beneath  the  trees 
That  swing  their  boughs  in  the  jocund  breeze^ 
In  the  wild  wood  courts  'tis  joy  to  tread 
The  tui-f  light-fleck'd  from  the  leaves  overhead  ; 
Or,  roofd  by  the  fretted  umbrageous  swell, 
To  lie  with  eyes  in  its  depth  a-dwell. 
Mazing  the  soul  in  the  waving  screen, 
Lost  to  the  world  in  that  world  of  green  ! 
The  soul  is  dead  that  hath  not  made 
Its  bower  of  dreams  within  the  shade  I 
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SWALLOW,  SWIFT  SWALLOW 


O 


SWALLOW,  swift  swallow ! 
The  eye  scarce  can  follov/ 
In  eager  discerning 
Thy  wonderful  flight ; 
As  wantonly  winging 

And  darting  and  turning, 
And    gracefully    swooping   and    swerving   and 
springing, 
Thou     cleavest    the     air — an    ethereal 
sprite ! 
O  swallow  !  swallow  !  swift  swallow  ! 

O  swallow,  sweet  swallow  ! 
The  heaven's  blue  hollow — 
The  sky's  azure  doming 
Is  pleasaunce  for  thee  ! 
And  when  it  doth  brighten 

And  there  thou  art  roaming, 
Our   eyes   seem  to  say  as   they  quicken   and 
lighten  : 
Thou  bringest  the    summer  from  over 
the  sea ! 
O  swallow  !  swallow  !  sweet  swallow  ! 


32  DREAMS   AND   REALITIES 

O  swallow,  bright  swallow  ! 
Who'll  follow,  who'll  follow. 
O'er  hedgerow  and  river, 
O'er  woodland  and  mead  r 
Who'll  breast  the  bright  ocean 

Of  ether  a-quiver, 
With  thee,  as  elate  with  the  madness  of  motion. 
Thou   feelest    the    joy    of    thy   arrowy 
speed  ? 
O  swallow  !  swallow  !  bright  swallow ! 

O  swallow,  swift  swallow  ! 
Song-sceptred  Apollo 

Might  be  thy  praise-singer 
In  loftier  strain ! 
Tho'  skies  smile  above  thee 

Afar,  do  not  linger ! 
Remember  we  love  thee  !  we  love  thee  !  we  love 
thee! 
Come  quickly  and  gladden  our  England 


again 


O  swallow  !   swallow  !  swift  swallow  ! 
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THE  SKYLARK'S  SONG 

UP!  up! 
I  soar !     I  soar  ! 
With  a  flutter  of  wings, 
And  my  keen  song  springs 
With  the  clamorous  zest 
Of  a  wild  unrest 
From  my  fervid  heart 
As  I  pause  and  dart ! 
Sweet  !  sweet ! 
My  quick  notes  pour. 
To  drench  the  blue 
In  a  music-dew : 
Sweet !  sweet ! 
The  air  I  beat ! 
Up!  up! 
I  soar!     1  soar! 

Up!  up! 

I  mount !      I  mount ! 
And  tranced  still, 
Exultant,  shrill, 
I  fling  a  strain, 
A  hurrying  rain 
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Of  silvery  sound 

From  my  joy*s  deep  fount, 

From  my  heart's  full  cup, 

To  the  spurned  ground  ! 

I  may  not  stay  ! 

Away  !  away  ! 

I  mount  and  run 

To  the  blaze  of  day  : 

Away !  away ! 

To  the  golden  sun  ! 

Up!  up! 

Away ! 

High'r  !  high'r  ! 
I  climb  !     I  climb  ! 
I  breast  the  air 
With  a  rapture  rare  : 
And  my  wild  notes  gush 
In  a  ceaseless  rush  : 
The  careless  spray 
Of  a  joy  sublime  ! 
And  still  away 
On  buoyant  wing 
I  float  and  spring ! 
High'r!  high'r! 
And  yet  aspire ! 

Alone !  alone  ! 

In  a  heav'n  of  light  I 

In  the  airy  bliss 

Of  a  mad  glad  height ! 
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In  a  realm  my  own, 
O'er  a  world  outflown, 
Where  the  dewy  kiss 
Of  a  filmy  cloud 
Begems  my  wing, 
I  hover  far 
Like  a  noonday  star  ; 
And  loud,  and  loud 
I  sing  !     I  sing  ! 
Sweet !  sweet ! 
And  still  I  fling 
On  the  air  spell-bound 
My  glittering,  fleet 
Star-show'rs  of  sound ! 
Alone,  alone 
I  hang  on  high, 
In  the  crystal  zone 
Of  the  throbbing  sky  ! 
Alone,  alone 
I  still  would  be ! 
Alone,  alone 
In  ecstasy ! 


Down !  down ! 

At  last !  at  last ! 

A  speck  of  brown 

In  the  azure  vast, 

I  sink,  I  sink. 

From  the  sun-kist  brink 
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Of  trailing  cloud ; 
And  still  aloud 
I  sing !     I  sing  ! 
A  gladsome  thing 
Whose  voice  doth  link 
In  a  twinkling  mirth 
Wide  heav'n  and  earth  ! 

Down !  down ! 

From  the  airy  height, 

I  drop,  I  drop, 

And  show'r  delight ! 

Adieu !  adieu ! 

To  the  fleecy  blue ! 

Past  the  nodding  top 

Of  the  tallest  tree, 

I  sink  to  rest, 

To  the  hidden  nest 

On  the  grassy  lea. 

On  hovering  wing 

I  sing !     I  sing ! 

Sweet !  sweet ! 

My  love  I  greet ! 

To  the  glad  green  earth 

That  gave  me  birth. 

To  the  earth  I  drown 

In  a  last  quick  rain 

Of  my  tireless  strain  ! 

Sweet!  sweet! 

Down ! 
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IN   SHAKESPEARE-LAND 

HERE^   in   fair    Warwick's    deep-embower  d 
shire, 
Supremely  favoured  spot  of  English  earth, 
That  genius-flame,  that  wraith  of  starry  fire — 
The   soul   of  England's    Shakespeare   had   its 
birth : 

Drew  joy  and  nurture  from  these  self-same  skies, 
These  woods  and  flowery  fields,  this  pregnant 
air, — 

Drinking  each  beauty  with  insatiate  eyes. 
To  re-create  it  in  his  vision  rare. 

Here  the  young  Poet's  soul  and  Nature's  own 
Held  soft  communion  and  mystic  speech. 

And  Nature's  heart   to  Shakespeare's  here  was 
shown ; 
Here  native  scenes  the  native  mind  did  teach. 

These  dales  and  dells,  these  winding  lanes  and 
streams : 
These  are  the  books  wherein  he  read  so  deep ; 
These  are  the   haunts  wherein   he   dream'd  his 
dreams  ; 
This  is  the  soil  wherein  his  dust  doth  sleep. 
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Forever  dear  and  precious  over  all 
Places  held  fair  in  beauty  or  in  fame, 

Shall  be  the  spot  where  broods  in  potent  thrall 
The  spell   of  Shakespeare's   soul  and    Shake- 
speare's name ! 
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INTERLAKEN 

OFT-TIMES  when  flows  the  tide  of  memories^ 
It  gently  breaks 
Upon  the  strand  where  Interlaken  lies 
Between  her  lakes, — 

'Tween  sister- waters  smiling  'neath  a  sky 

Less  blue  than  they. 
Till,  distance-dimm'd,  'mid  mountain-slopes  anigh. 

They  fade  away ; 

And  nearer,  frowning  o'er  the  nestling  town. 

The  cliffy  wall 
Of  rugged,  pine-fledged  rock  looks  steeply  down 

O'er  hut  and  hall. 

Around,  the  peasant-cotted,  level  land 

On  every  side 
Swells  sudden  into  massy  heights  that  stand 

In  stately  pride. 

And  there,  beyond  the  shouldering  heights  around. 

There  rises,  lo  I 
The  queenly  Jungfrau,  jewell'd,  robed  and  crown'd 

In  glittering  snow, — 
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Eternal  reigning  Lady  of  the  Lakes 

In  wintry  pride  ; 
For  festal  Summer  woos^  but  never  wakes 

Its  Alpine  bride. 

Fair  Interlaken,  thou  art  not  so  chill ! 

The  April  smile 
That  greens  the  pleasaunce  of  thy  vale  may  still 

All  hearts  beguile ! 

Again  in  thought  I  roam  thy  woods,  and  climb 

The  verdured  spur 
That  pinnacles  its  vantage-coign  sublime 

O'er  pine  and  fir, — 

Named,  for  the  beauty  for  which  home-love  thirsts, 

The  '  Heimvehfluh,' 
Whose  prospect  thrills  and  thralls  us  as  it  bursts 

Upon  the  view  : 

The  merging  hamlets  cluster  d  'neath  the  steep — 

An  elfin  town ; 
The  mountains  round,  the  lovely  lakes  asleep 

Beneath  their  frown. 

Ah !  not  by  thine  own  absent  sons  alone 

Art  thou  held  dear ; 
But  by  all  alien  hearts  that  once  have  known 

Thy  charm  and  cheer. 
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Yea,  Memory  holds  thee  like  the  snowy  steeps 

That  watch  above. 
And,  like  the  lake  that  by  twin  blue  lake  sleeps, 

Laves  thee  in  love. 
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NORGE   DEILIGE 

(Beautiful  Norway) 

FAIR  Norway!  thy  warrior- fame  hath  departed. 
But  a  glory  is  thine  which  abides  thro*  the 
years, — 
A  pride  more  divine  than  thy  terrible  splendour 
Of  turbulent  swords  and  of  perilous  spears  ! 

Ah !    dear   with  delight    are  thy  boundless   ex- 
panses, 
Where  Beauty  reigns   monarch  o*er  mountain 
and  lea, — 
Where  the  rush  of  the  cataract  thunders  forever 
Thro'    valley   and    deep-cloven    gorge    to    the 
sea  ! 

How  lusty  and  free  are  those  clamorous  waters — 
Swift-hurtling,  wild-swirling, — their  foam  cream- 
ing white 
As  they  storm  o'er  the  boulders  and  wheel  o'er 
the  ledges. 
To  whirl  on  again  in  impetuous  flight ; — 
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Until^  where  the  rock-banks  draw  nearer  together. 
Mad-huddled,    fierce-writhing,    they    quicken 
their  flow 
To  the  desperate  verge,  there  to  gleam  into  spray- 
mist 
And  leap  with  a  roar  to  the  chasm  below ! 

How  mightily  tower  thy  forested  mountains — 
Huge-shouldering  cloud-Kings,  grim-pinnacled 
high. 

On  whose  massy  breasts  broods  a  Winter  eternal, 
'Mid  whose  shaggy  flanks  the  stark  glaciers  lie  ! 

O  land  of  cascade,  of  ravine  and  of  torrent ! 

Yet  mayest  thou  boast  of  a  lovelier  charm, 
Where    the    fjord,    'mong    pine-wooded     slopes 
gracious-guarding. 
Lies    sparkling   and    darkling,   enchanted   and 
calm. 

A  shimmering  vista  of  azure  and  silver. 

The  waters  lie    dreaming,  or  dark  'neath  the 
shade 

Of  rugged  cliff- walls  up-flung  sheer  to  the  sky-line, 
Their  emerald  peace  melt  to  jasper  and  jade. 

O  Norge  deilige  !  wherein  is  thy  wonder  ? 

What  spell  of  gods  olden  or  mightiest  troll 
In  a  gaiment  of  witchery  wraps  thee  forever  ? — 

The  Spirit  of  Loveliness  caught  to  thy  soul ! 
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Yea !  see  her  hold  festival  where  the  bright  sun- 
god 

Declines  o'er  the  ranges  away  to  the  west, 
Enflooding  with  amber  the  opaline  reaches. 

And  flushing  full  many  a  snow-crowned  crest ! 

O,  see  how  she  laughs  in  the  glow  of  the  sunset ! 

Rich-tinting  the  sky  with  her  crimson  and  gold  ; 
Enpicturing  Paradise  over  the  Eden 

Which  gathering  shadows  now  softly  enfold. 

Ah  !  rare  is  that  hour  of  her  tenderest  glamour, 
Enchanting  the  sense  to  a  dreamy  accord. 

Till    the   moon    rises    rapt    o*er    the    mountains 
empurpled, 
To  keep  silvery  watch  o'er  the  silent  Qord. 

O  Norge  deilige  !  O  glorious  Northland ! 

To  utter  thy  splendour  all  language  is  vain ! 
But  Memory  visions  thee,  blessed  of  Beauty, 

The  land  of  her  loveliest,  lordliest  reign  I 
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LINE^    TO    THE    SEA 

TUR    '         ^  vesof  theSea! 

Wh-^:  -^y  y.  -^-ges  to  me? 
I  list  to  yoor  Toice, 
My  heart  doth  rejoice 
In  the  swing  and  the  swirl  of  the  Sea  ! 
Billowing^  breakings  and  melting  to  death. 
Or  torn  by  the  tempest's  tnmultaons  breathy 
With  life   that    was   bom   in  the  Void   and   the 

Vast, 
When  the  Spirit  of  God  o'er  the   dark  waters 

pass'd, — 
Heave  on,  ye  wide  waters,  ye  wild  surges,  roll 
O'er  the  Seas  of  the  world,  o'er  the  deeps  ofvaj 

soul! 
Gleam  cm  'neath  the  lightnings  in  spIeiid<Nir  and 

might. 
Shine  on  'neath  the  moonbeams'  soft  silveiy  light. 
Laugh    on   in   the   smishine,  and   break   by  the 

shore. 
As  eTer  ye  have  done,  and  shall  evermore ! 
Of    Earth's    first    dim   mcHning    je  whisper    to 

me. 
Ye  tireless  eternal  wild  waves  of  the  Sea ! 
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Strenuous  breath  of  the  Sea  ! 
What  is  thy  message  to  me  ? 
I  drink  thee  Hke  wine. 
An  elixir  divine, 
Thou  bold  Berserk  breath  of  the  Sea  ! 
Passing  with  beat  of  invisible  wings, 
With  buffet  or  kiss  for  each  wave  as  it  swings. 
Each  glorious  gust  and  each  frolicsome  flaw, 
Tells  Ocean  thy  caprice,  imposes  thy  law. 
Resistless  thy  power  and  restless  thy  flight. 
Wooing  or  warring  in  masterful  might. 
Rejoicing  in  strength  as  thou  wakest  in  strife — 
(And  woe  to  the  vessel  that  battles  for  life  !) 
Now  fanning  and  fainting  in  fluttering  play. 
Now  whipping  the  wave-crests    to  spindrift  and 

spray  :— 
Of  Life   stark    and    splendid    thou    speakest    to 

me, 
Thou  lusty  and  lordly  salt  breath  of  the  Sea ! 

Fathomless  depths  of  the  Sea ! 
Utter  your  secret  to  me  ! 

What  wonders  are  there. 
In  your  nethermost  lair — 
In  the  dim  dreamland  depths  of  the  Sea  ? 
What  strange  shrouded  vistas  lie  viewlessly  spread 
In  the  uttermost  depths  of  the  dark  ocean  bed  ? 
What  creatures  unearthly  lurk  lonely  and  sleep 
In  the  gloom   where    the   burr'd    cables    snakily 
creep  ? 
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What  storDi-wrack  of  vessels^  bare  wave-batter  d 

things^ 
With    freightage   and    treasure    of    traders    and 

kings^ — 
With  the  gems  of  their  pride  and   the  gold  of 

their  gains^ 
Lie  lost  to  their  greed  on  your  watery  plains  ? 
In  darkness  and  ruin  and  silence  profound. 
Life  is  not,  and  Death  is  in  Nothingness  drown'd. 
Ah  !  but  of  Oblivion  speak  ye  to  me, 
Ye  pulseless  and  passionless  depths  of  the  Sea  ! 

Mystical  soul  of  the  Sea  ! 

Ever  thou  callest  to  me ! 

As  the  dew  to  the  dawn 
My  spirit  is  drawn 

To  the  strange  secret  soul  of  the  Sea ! 

Close-caught  to   thee    like    the  blue  wonder  of 
heav'n, 

Thou  boldest  the  wisdom  the  ages  have  giv*n ; 

And  tho*  o'er   the    sins  and    the    stains    of  the 
world 

The   waters    have   closed    and    the   surges   have 
swirrd, 

Thy  purity  holdeth  a  quickening  boon 

For  those  who  would  seek  thee  in  silent  com- 
mune. 

Exalter  of  sorrow  !     Assuager  of  pain  ! 

No    spirit   that   seeks    thee    shall    seek    thee   in 
vain ! 
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The   voices  that    speak  without  words,    without 

breath, 
Have  a  message  of  Birth,  and  of  Life,  and    of 

Death; 
And  thou  of  Infinity  speakest  to  me, 
Thou  solemn,  inscrutable  soul  of  the  Sea ! 
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DAWN-TREASURES 

(A  Metrical  Experiment) 

DAWN  ; — and  a  dewdrop  glitters 
On  a  spray  of  Summer's  green  : 
A  pearl  that  the  Night's  pure  spirit 
Hath  shent  from  her  dusky  hair. 

Dawn  ; — and  a  rose  undarkens 

The  heart  of  its  secret  joy — 

Virginal^  fragrant^  holy 

In  miracle-ecstasy^ — 

Born  of  Earth's  lyric  rapture  : 

A  song  from  the  soul  of  God. 

Noon  ; — and  the  ardent  sun-kiss 
Hath  lured  the  dew-pearl  away^ 
And  the  rose  hath  spended  its  glory 
In  a  ruin  of  scented  leaves. 

Eve  ; — and  the  rifted  sunset 
Blazons  the  gracious  hour ; 
And  meseems  the  vanished  dawn-gem, 
Up-drawn  to  the  Day's  delight, 
4 
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Laughs  still  in  the  misty  essence 
Of  yon  wraith- wisp  of  cloud 
That  floats  soft-flush*d,  enchanted, 
In  its  height  of  dreaming  heav'n, 
Where  star-tide  soon  shall  glimmer — 
On  the  breathless  breast  of  sky. 

Eve  ; — and  the  rose  in  beauty 
That  'witch' d  the  winds  of  morn. 
Blooms  still  in  my  heart,  enhallow'd- 
Breathes  fragrance  o'er  my  soul. 


THROUGH    MAGIC    CASEMENTS 


THE  LORDS  OF  LIFE 

FOR  some,  the  midnight  magic  of  the  skies 
No  spirit-sight  unbars. 
And,  thro'  the  darkest  cloud-veil,  other  eyes 
See  Heaven  splash'd  with  stars ! 

To  some.  Life  ^-ith  its  pageantry  and  gleam 

No  festal  joy  imparts. 
And  some  are  lords  of  all  its  zest  and  dream 

And  know  its  heart  of  hearts ! 
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IN  THE  BEGINNING 

SHAPED  by  the  same  eternal  Law 
That  queird  the  fiery  Chaos-war, 
That  set  the  Suns  in  flaming  awe^ 
And  forth  the  planets  hurl'd, — 
Brute-sensed,  brute-brain'd,  Earth's  monarch  saw 
The  Morning  of  the  World. 

The  ancient  Stars  and  elder  Skies 

Beheld  the  new  divine  emprise 

That  wrought  base  forms  to  nobler  guise ; 

Until  the  lordliest  one — 
A  shaggy  Beast  with  startled  eyes — 

Stared  strangely  at  the  Sun ! 

Upon  its  golden  glory  bright 

He  gazed  with  wondering  dim  delight ; 

And,  linking  Earth  with  Heaven's  height. 

Fair  Reason  first  was  born  ; 
Dim  question  woke ;  from  brutish  sight 

A  sudden  veil  was  torn. 
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Dry-lipp'd^  wide-eyed,  with  startled  face, 
He  look'd  on  each  accustom'd  place — 
The  jungle  lair,  the  bone-strewn  space 

Of  last  red  meal  and  sty  ; 
First  of  the  savage  human  race. 

He  ponder'd  Earth  and  sky. 

One,  hitherto,  with  all  his  kind, 

A  Marvel  now  his  thought  could  find 

In  Sun  and  cloud,  in  tree  and  wind. 

In  all  that  sense  could  span  ; 
Things  known  grew  strange  ;    brain  flamed  to 
Mind  ;— 

The  Man-brute  stood — a  Man  ! 
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THE  MERMAID 

THRONED  on  the  frothing  reef  I  sit, 
The  queen  of  an  ocean  realm  ; 
Around  me  the  wheeling  sea-birds  flit, 
The  surges  swirl  and  whelm. 

I  watch  the  white-maned  breakers  sweep 
On  the  stark  grey  ramp  of  rock. 

And  in  swift  and  ranked  legions  leap 
To  the  joy  of  the  thund'rous  shock. 

I  laugh  as  the  eager  charging  seas 

Rush  on  to  the  fierce  attack. 
And  I  laugh  as  the  water  foams  and  flees, 

A  broken  and  baffled  wrack ! 

Or  I  answer  the  call  of  the  outer  deep 
And  slip  from  my  weedy  throne. 

And  a  tryst  with  my  fair  sea-sisters  keep, 
Or  cleave  the  wide  seas  alone. 

There  on  the  glad  wild  undulous  waste 

Alaugh  'neath  the  open  sky. 
By  zestful  waters  and  winds  embraced, 

The  sprite  of  the  sea  am  I  ! 


THE   MERMAID  57 

There  'mid  the  swell  of  the  billows  brave 

A -sport  in  the  welter  rough, 
I  ride  on  the  crest  of  each  mounting  wave 

And  swing  to  the  valleying  trough ! 

How  on  the  living  waters  green 

My  hair's  gold  lies  astream  ! 
How  the  darkling  jade  glints  to  emerald  keen 

Where  my  white  arms  toss  and  gleam  ! 

With  glimmering  ivory  breast  and  side 

A-lean  to  the  heaving  brine, 
No  nymph  adream  in  her  rose-bed  pride 

Has  a  couch  so  soft  as  mine ! 

Then  down  from  the  beat  and  the  glare  of  day 

I  dive  to  the  depths  serene. 
To  the  dim  domain  that  knows  no  sway 

Save  that  of  its  careless  queen. 

I  seek  some  spot  that  I  know  and  love, 

A  bow'r  in  the  still  profound, 
Unstirr'd  by  the  fret  of  the  waves  above. 

In  a  changeless  peace  enbound. 

I  lie  at  rest  on  a  shell-strewn  bank 

In  a  wonderful  sylvan  glade. 
Where  strange  blooms  grow^  in  profusion  rank 

In  the  dreaming  ocean  shade. 
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What  elfin  beauty,  star-flow'r'd,  aglow. 
The  crystalline  uplands  wear ! 

What  magical  wildwoods  stretch  below 
To  the  brooding  sea-vales  there ! 

Thrall  and  mate  to  my  changing  mood 
Is  this  watery  realm  of  mine  : 

Its  stirless  mystical  solitude. 
Its  heaving  breast  ashine  ! 

J  pass  at  dusk  thro'  a  portal  slung 
With  many  a  seaweed  strand, 

Where  a  grot's  fantastic  arch  is  hung 
O'er  my  couch  on  the  silver  sand. 

Then,  gatheiing  round  its  robes  of  gloom, 
Night  falls  on  the  purpling  sea. 

And  a  sleep  like  that  of  the  silent  tomb 
Enwraps  the  wide  deep  and  me. 
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THE  SEA-KINGS 

WHEN  a  ship  puts  out  from  the  EngHsh 
shores 
To  buffet  the  ocean  swell. 
The  breeze  that  sings  in  its  masts  and  stays 

Hath  a  voice  that  its  crew  loves  well ; 
For   the    driving   spray    from    the   wind-wliipp'd 
waves. 
And  the  strong  gusts  blowing  free. 
Are  dear  to  the  heart  of  the  British-bom 
As  they  head  for  the  open  sea ! 

The  dancing  waves,  as  they  rise  and  fall, 

Beat  time  to  an  ocean  lilt, — 
A  song  of  welcome  to  English  hearts 

And  a  ship  that  is  English-built. 
And  the  Sea-King  sons  of  our  Sea-King  sires 

The  zest  of  its  salt  kiss  feel. 
As  the  water  glides  from  an  English  prow 

And  slips  'neath  an  English  keel ! 

When  the  sailor  fights,  'neath  a  hurtling  sky, 
'Gainst  the  might  of  a  wintry  gale  ; 

When  wind  and  waves  together  roar 
A  wild  tempestuous  tale 
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Of  English  lives  that  the  deep  hath  claim*d,- 

He  laughs  at  its  driving  scud, 
For  he  knows  that  its  pow'r  can  best  be  met 

By  men  of  his  English  blood  ! 

When  the  batter'd  hulk  comes  safely  home 

At  last,  from  its  distant  bourn, 
Upon  its  sides  a  thousand  scars, 

Its  canvas  stained  and  torn  ; — 
When  the  Sea  a  last  salt  challenge  flings 

In  each  shoreward-turning  face. 
In  the  new  gage  made,  is  a  tribute  paid 

To  the  men  of  a  sailor  Race  ! 
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A  DREAM  OF  ROSES 

I   DREAMED  a  dream  of  roses  fair. 
Blossoming  forth  from  the  empty  air ! 
Roses  garlanded,  wreathed  and  twined, 
Of  every  colour  and  form  and  kind  ; 
Roses  thick  on  the  hidden  ground, 
Roses  twisting  and  climbing  round, 
Roses  hanging  and  swaying  high — 
A  radiant,  rioting  canopy  ! 
Tangled  clusters  on  every  side, 
Roses  !  roses  I  and  nought  beside  ! 
And  still  my  spirit  the  vision  bow'rs. 
Mansions  thus  in  a  maze  of  flow'rs  ! 

A  thousand  beauties  the  soul  receives  : — 

Rosebuds  dreaming  with  folded  leaves, 

Roses  opening  sweet  and  coy. 

Shyly  wakening  to  the  joy 

That  the  zephyrs  give  with  each  soft  caress, 

Amorous  of  their  loveliness  ; 

Roses  with  shell-like  leaves  unfurl' d. 

Opening  wide  on  a  witched  world ; 

Roses  swelling  in  o'er-blown  pride. 

Wanton,  passionate,  glorified ; 
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Roses  crimson  and  cream  and  white. 
Blossoms  glowing  with  golden  light, 
Pale  and  blushing  and  warmly  red, 
Raising  proudly  each  dainty  head 
Spangled  over  with  dew-drop  gems, 
Or  drooping  in  grace  on  their  arching  stems. 
Their  perfume  hangs  on  the  love-sick  air — 
A  drowsy  incense  too  sweet  to  bear. 
And  languorously  the  sense  o*erpow'rs  : 
The  intoxication  of  countless  flow'rs !  .  .  . 
Slowly  gathers  a  golden  haze  ; 
And,  lost  to  the  after-straining  gaze. 
With  blurring  shape  and  paling  hue. 
The  angel-blossoms  fade  from  view : 
June-flow'rs  come  from  the  Long-ago, 
With  a  vision'd  glory  and  gleam  and  glow ; 
Blooms  sweet-blessing  Dream's  mystic  eyes, 
Wraiths  of  the  Roses  of  Paradise  ! 
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CARMEN  DEI 

AWOMAN^  gentle-soul'd  and  sweety 
Is  like  a  Poet's  rhyme^ 
Where  happy  harmonies  do  meet 
And  softly  change  and  chime. 

Ah  !  dear  with  subtle  joys^  and  rare 

With  eloquent  delights, 
Is  she  whose  beauty's  challenge  fair 

A  homage  glad  invites, — 

When,  clasp'd  within  the  lovely  form, 

A  lovely  spirit  dwells, 
Which,  exquisite  yet  passion-warm. 

The  soul's  acclaim  compels. 

Then,  in  this  magic  minstrelsy. 

What  lyric  graces  live. 
To  wake  an  answering  melody, — 

A  poem-joy  to  give  ! 

God's  Poem  such  a  woman  is. 

For  thro'  each  tender  line 
Love  thrills  her  human  cadences 

And  makes  the  strain  divine ! 
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HIGHWAYMAN  LOVE 

SOMETIMES  as  along  Life's  fair  highway  I've 
pass'd, 
I  have  met  with  a  happy-eyed  stranger, 
And   thinking   perchance  it  was   Love  come  at 
last, 
Have  turn'd  a  bold  front  to  the  danger. 

And  oft  have  I  found  on  a  nearer  advance 

With  some  charm  that  my  sense  was  delighted  ; 

Yet   reck'd   not   whate'er    met   my   questioning 
glance — 
The  frown,  or  the  smile  that  invited. 

Now  Beauty  would  pass  with  a  challenge  of  eyes, 
And  Sweetness,  my  senses  beguiling. 

And  reverence  due  would  I  yield  as  a  prize, 
And  pass  on  unscathed  and  smiling. 

And  Worth,  golden-hearted  and  modest,  Td  see : 
To  her  service  she  ever  might  call  me ; 

And  homage  and  honour  I  gave  full  and  free. 
Yet  dared  Love  alone  to  enthral  me. 
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For   I  thought  of  what  might  be  my  desperate 
plight. 

And  of  how  I  could  offer  resistance. 
If  Beauty  and  Sweetness  and  Worth  should  unite 

And  get  that  bold  bravo' s  assistance ! 

Then  lo !  as  I  stray 'd,  on  a  stranger  I  chanced  : 
He  drew  a  swift  shaft  from  his  quiver : 

"  I  am  Highwayman  Love  ! '' — his  eyes  sparkled 
and  danced, — 
^^  Young  traveller,  stand  and  deliver !  '* 

He  laugh*d,  quickly  loosing  the  shaft  from   his 
bow, 
As  a  ransom  of  friendship  I  tender' d  ; 
Till   wounded    full    sore,    with    naught    else    to 
bestow. 
My  heart  was  the  booty  I  rendered  ! 
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COLOGNE  CATHEDRAL 

COLOGNE  CATHEDRAL !  How  that  stately 
name 
Doth  chime  like  a  carillon  !     Winged  Fame 
Echoes  its  cadence — tosses  it  afar. 
And  fashions  of  its  lyric  pride  a  star 
That  shines  in  her  bright  firmament  to  tell 
How  man  to  God  hath  nobly  wrought  and  well 
A  paean  of  praise,  a  song  of  triumph-tone, 
Hewn,  builded,  carved,  in  everlasting  stone! 
Oft  have  its  fair  renown  and  wide  acclaim 
Held  promise,  while  the  music  of  its  name 
Hath  seem'd  to  call  me.     Now  before  mine  eyes 
Its  portals  ope,  its  fretted  spires  arise ! 
When    first,   beneath    the   moonbeams*    glamour 

bright, 
It  gave  to  me  its  wonder  and  delight, — 
As,  dusk-enchanted,  glinted  spires  in  air. 
It  rose  majestic  from  the  city  square. 
Rapt  sight,  rapt  soul,  embraced  with  joy  divine 
This  fairest  fabric  of  the  castled  Rhine. 
Now  'mid  the  city's  noontide  stir  'tis  seen, 
Soaring  o'er  all, — apart,  sublime,  serene. 
How  softly,  like  a  benediction,  falls 
The  sunshine-glory  on  the  grand  grey  walls, 
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Mingling  its  rapture  with  the  poem-spell 

Of  epic  mass  and  lyric  pinnacle  ! 

How  the  twin  spires  that  taper  to  the  sky^ 

Stately  and  solemn^  point  our  hopes  on  high ! 

How  splendidly  the  mighty  pile  uprears 

Its  dreaming  vastitude,  which  yet  appears 

So  delicate  of  grace,  so  finely  planned 

In  airy  beauty  and  proportion  grand. 

That  tho*  to  Pow'r  Supreme  'tis  consecrate, 

The   thought   w^akes    boldly :    Lo !    Man    too   is 

great ! 
And  now,  behold  ! — in  worship's  humbler  mood. 
All  glorious  within,  the  shrine  is  view'd. 
Before  its  pillar'd  pomp, — its  majesty 
Of  proud-flung  arch  and  lofty  canopy. 
New  waves  of  wonder  overwhelm  the  sense 
Insatiate,  and  hold  it  rapt  and  tense 
With  joy  of  gazing.     Now  the  vision  strains 
Upon  the  splendour  of  the  blazon'd  panes  ; 
Now,  where  the  chequer'd  radiance  gleams  and 

glows 
On  floor  and  pier,  it  dwells,  or  seeks  repose 
In  dim  perspectives  of  enchantment  calm. 
Till  wonder  softens  into  deepest  charm. 
The  beauty  that  bids  care  and  sorrow  cease 
Before  its  holy  spell  of  changeless  peace, — 
The  quiet  grandeur  that  bids  pride  abate 
And  mockery  be  still, — the  solemn  state 
Whose  awe  yet  leaves  the  soul  serene  and  strong  : 
All,  with  a  magic  as  of  deathless  song. 
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Attest  the  inspiration  high  and  pure 

Which  took  this  gracious  form  and  vestiture. 

Its  message  thrills : — Give  God  His  glory  due  ! — 

And  ages  yet  unborn  shall  honour  too 

The    god-like    mind    that    shaped    the    mighty 

plan, — 
That  dream'd  within  its  little  human  span 
This  splendid  dream  of  column,  arch,  and  spire, 
Of  nave  and  chancel,  transept,  apse,  and  choir. 
Of  tow'r  and  buttress,  with  their  lacework  fine 
Of  carven  stone,  and  grace  of  curve  and  line. 
Tho*  other  ages  than  his  own  would  see 
His  great  conception's  full  reality, 
By  other  hands  completed  and  fulfilled. 
The  Poet-builder,  with  his  project  thrill'd. 
His  deftest  art  invoked,  his  labour  spent, 
And  in  the  work's  beginning  found  content. 
Thro'  generations  long  of  toil  and  craft. 
Each  massive  wall  arose  ;  each  slender  shaft 
Upstarting  proudly  from  the  spurned  ground. 
At  last  with  its  triumphant  arch  was  crown'd  ; 
The  wedded  arches  in  their  loftiest  span 
O'er-roofd  the  whole  in  fair  and  gracious  plan  ; 
Sculptor  and  painter  strove  ;  love,  labour,  art. 
In  harmony  sustain'd  their  task  and  part ; 
The  altar  crown'd  the  vista  of  the  aisle. 
And  over  all  broke  Beauty's  mystic  smile. 
So  passing  centuries  found  service  new, 
And  fairer,  lordlier,  the  minster  grew. 
Until  at  last,  to  full  perfection  grown, 
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It  seem'd  to  breathe  a  worship  of  its  own — 

Rich  as  the  casements'  glowing  hues  and  fires. 

Calm  as  the  splendour  of  the  soaring  spires ! 

And  that  high  homage  to  my  spirit  seems 

To  hint  and  grasp  beyond  the  priestly  dreams — 

Beyond  the  triune  godhead  of  the  creeds. 

To  One  of  larger  dreams  and  larger  needs. 

But  hark !  the  organ,  fluting  on  the  air, 

Utters  its  solemn  music  like  a  pray'r : 

Music  that  swells  as  high  the  anthem  rings — 

And  like  a  prisoned  spirit  beats  its  wings 

Against  the  groined  veil  of  stone  unriv'n. 

As  tho'  'twould  win  to  some  new-vision'd  heav'n ! 

Ah  !     Not  till  earthly  glories  pass  away 

In  doom's  swift  ruin  or  in  slow  decay 

Of  lapsing  ages,  shall  the  mighty  shrine 

Still  its  own  ecstasy  of  song  divine, 

Nor  Man's  be  grandlier  templed,  till  it  rise 

Upon  a  world  both  fane  and  Paradise ! 
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A  REPLY  TO  KEATS 

**  Do  not  all  charms  fly 
At  the  mere  touch  of  cold  philosophy  ? 
There  was  an  awful  rainbow  once  in  heaven  : 
We  know  her  woof,  her  texture ;  she  is  given 
In  the  dull  catalogue  of  common  things. 
Philosophy  will  clip  an  angel's  wings, 
Conquer  all  mysteries  by  rule  and  line, 
Empty  the  haunted  air  and  gnomed  mine — 
Unweave  a  rainbow."  **  Lamia '" 

OTHOU  sweet  Bard  of  Beauty !  thou  who 
hymn'd  thy  goddess  bright, 

And  mesh'd  her  spirit  in  thy  song,  entangled  in 
delight ! 

The*  Life's  keen  question  part  and  pierce  the  veil 
of  shining  dream, 

Behold !  thy  deity  new-found !  the  Glory  in  the 
Gleam ! 

Tho'  eager  Science  kindle  yet  her  torch  of  high 
emprise. 

The  Universes  widen  as  she  lifts  it  to  the  skies, 

And  Earth  takes  on  new  wonder  in  the  brighte- 
ning light  reveaFd — 

A  loveliness  illumined,  still  in  mystery  concealed. 
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Look  where  that  torch-beam  flashes !  there  Truth 

leads  forth  her  train 
Of  smiling  Joys  and  Splendours  fair  as  those  that 

teem'd  thy  brain ; 
And  gracious  as  the  shapes  that  flit  before  the 

Poet's  eye^ 
Shines  a  new  vision  on  the  soul  of  cold  Philosophy ! 
Can  she  unweave  the  rainbow  while  the  dream- 
tints  softly  shine. 
Or  of  its  spell  and  wonder  disenchant  the  gnomed 

mine  ? 
Lo !  still  a  Marvel  hangs  in  heav'n  ! — a  wraith  of 

sun-witch' d  rain ! 
The  chamber'd  depth  of  Earth  gives  up  its  gem, 

and  there  again 
The  elf  that  in  the  haunted  dark  eluded  thy  desire, 
Within  its  crystal  prison  lurks,  a  sprite  of  primal 

fire! 
Nay,  gentle  Bard,  thou  needest  not  have  flung 

thy  golden  darts. 
With  poison' d  poet-sweetness  tipt,  to  rankle   in 

our  hearts ; 
That  Truth  was  Beauty,  Beauty  Truth,  was  thine 

own  splendid  creed : 
A  faith  to  teach  that  Reason's  light  shall  serve 

man's  spirit-need. 
And    Fancy    still    may   dream    her   dreams,    her 

pleasure-halls  decree. 
To   share  whate'er   this  world    can  give  of  im- 
mortality. 
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Sweet  fairy  palaces  of  thought  the  Poet  still  shall 
build, 

Whose  magic  casements  know  strange  lands,  foam- 
fringed  and  purple-hill'd ; 

And  Knowledge  shall  her  palace  raise,  high- 
tower'd  to  the  sun  ; 

Man's  soul  shall  dwell  in  both,  and  know — Beauty 
and  Truth  are  one ! 
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VISION 

WHOFER  shall  pierce 
With  question  fierce 
To  Truth*s  white  hidden  shrine, 
When  Error  stands 
With  armed  hands, 

Acclaim'd  a  thing  divine  ; — 

Whoe'er  is  strong 
To  smite  at  Wrong 

Upon  its  triple  throne, 
And  dares  to  fight 
For  shamed  Right, 

And  lift  her  to  her  own ; — 

Whoe'er  shall  know 
The  gleam  and  glow 

That  lines  the  greyest  sky. 
And  lifts  his  soul 
0*er  clouds  that  roll 

Hiding  the  light  on  high  ; — 
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Whoe'er  can  view 
A  vision  new 

In  harsh  reality, 
And  in  the  Earth 
That  gave  him  birth 

Can  see  the  Earth  to  be ; — 

Whoever  can  find 
With  eyes  unbUnd 

The  marvel  shining  thro' 
All  Nature's  plan. 
In  link  and  span 

From  Star  to  star  of  dew  ; — 

He  shall  be  mate 
To  gods  elate, 

Knowing  Life's  sphered  whole ; 
And  lustral  fires 
Of  high  Desires 

Shall  keep  alive  his  soul ! 
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AT  THE  GATES 

A  SOUL  appear'd  at  Heaven's  gates 
And  hail'd  its  Guardian  bright  : 
"  Make  way !  on  Earth  I  paid  thy  toll ! 
Fling  ope  the  doors  of  Light !  " 

"Stay  yet  awhile  !  "  the  Angel's  voice 

Rang  stern  and  silver-clear ; 
•^  O  soul !  first,  what  hast  thou  to  say 

Why  thou  should'st  enter  here  ?  '* 

"  I  have  served  God  and  Holy  Church  ; 

Do  more,  what  mortal  can  ? " 
"  Wait/'  spake  the  Angel ;  "answer  yet  : 

Hast  served  thy  fellow-man  ?  " 

"  Mankind  is  vile  ;  my  thoughts  were  Heav'n's ! 

From  sin  I  kept  me  clean ! '' 
Still  open'd  not  the  Golden  Gates, 

Still  stood  the  Shape  between. 

"  Oft  have  I  pray'd  the  Christ  that  died 

Upon  the  bitter  Tree  !  " 
The  starry  eyes  still  shone  intent : 

"  What  was  thy  Calvary  ?  " 
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"  The  Earth  hath  giv'n  me  Hope  and  Faith : 

Are  these  of  little  worth  ?  " 
"Nay,"  quoth  the  Angel ;  "yet  declare 

What  thou  hast  giv'n  to  Earth !  '* 

"  My  hand  hath  rendered  to  the  poor 

Gold  of  my  gain  and  thrift  I  " 
"  *Tis  written  so  :  the  Book  attests  ; 

But  had  thy  heart  no  gift  ? 

"Gold  is  not  Love ;  pray'rs  buy  not  Heav'n, 

Tho*  thou  hast  paid  full  dear. 
Pass  on,  vain  soul !  **  the  Angel  said  ; 

"  Thou  may*st  not  enter  here  !  " 
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THE  CITY 

(A  Morning  Impression) 

THRALL  to  an  iron  law 
The  human  torrents  come — 
Swarm  to  the  City's  maw^ 

Swelling  its  ceaseless  hum  ; 
Vassals  of  toil  and  trade^ 

Serfs  of  a  common  care, 
Age  grown  grey  and  staid. 

Youth  with  its  careless  air  ; 
Still  they  eddy  and  pour, 

Facing  the  daily  irk, 
The  pavement's  pack  and  the  roadway's  roar, 

Drawn  to  the  City's  work. 

Street  and  passage  and  square 

Gorged  with  the  moving  mass  ; 
Ever  the  thousands  fare. 

Mingle  and  hasten  and  pass ; 
Ever  the  pressing  throng 

In  restless  swarm  and  flow, 
Ever  the  traffic's  song. 

The  clatter  and  come-and-go  ; 
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Cart  and  tramcar  and  cab. 
Van  and  motor  and  dray ; 

And  ever  the  people,  motley,  drab, 
The  glut  of  the  City's  day. 
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GLORIA  MUNDI 

MY  heart  is  hungry  for  the  hills 
Bare-breasted  to  the  sky, — 
For  should'ring  heights  and  scarped  cliffs, 

And  proud  peaks  toss'd  on  high ; 
Yea,  for  the  strength  that  starkly  fills 
Their  heap'd  immensity. 


My  heart  is  hungry  for  the  rush 
Of  waters  swirling  white, — 

For  eager  torrents  leaping  loud 
Or  whirl'd  in  headlong  flight, — 

For  joyous  streams  that  foam  and  gush 
In  madness  of  delight. 


My  heart  is  hungry  for  the  mad 
Disport  of  plunging  seas, — 

For  spacious,  sunlit,  undulous  wilds 
That  feel  the  trampling  breeze, — 

For  laughing  glades  and  places  glad 
With  cluster'd  murm'rous  trees. 
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Amid  the  city's  ant-like  fret 
Dumb  longings  stir  and  wake  ; 

Earth  tugs  the  heart-strings  of  desire 
From  greenwood,  vale,  and  lake. 

But  ah  !  we  insect-gods  have  yet 
Our  feudal  bonds  to  break  ! 

The  servile  millions  labour  still 
(Whose  world  lies  wide,  agleam  !) 

In  bondage  heaping  tribute  gold  ; 
But  still  from  wood  and  stream 

Shall  Beauty  stir  the  fateful  will 
Of  those  who  dare  to  dream  ! 
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REBELLION 

I  ST  AND  amid  the  world*  s  chill  tyranny 
And  look  upon  the  age  with  alien  eyes ; 
My  soul,  a  rebel — one  that  still  must  be 

As  tameless  as  the  winds  that  sweep  the  skies — 
Beats    'gainst    the  bars    of  sense^    chafes  at  the 
chains 
That  tether  in  a  foolish  petty  round 
The    life    that   should    be    spacious ;    yea,    and 
strains 
Amazed  to  find  that  men  can  be  thus  bound 
And  rest  in  dull  content,  when  they  might  shake 
Their  chains  to  earth  and  from   their  thraldom 
break. 

What  tho'  their  gyves  be  not  of  metal  wi'ought — 

Their  cage  not  stone  and  iron  ?     Is  it  less 
To  be  the  prisoner  of  hell-false  thought 

That  beggars  life  of  wealth  and  happiness  ? 
Is  it  less  shame  to  stay  immured  and  pent. 

Crushed  by  Convention,  stifled  with  the  lie 
That  men,  in  right  that  ancient  wrong  hath  lent, 

Should  hold  the  earth  to  ransom,  and  deny 
Its  use  and  bounty  to  the  toiler,  save 
As  wage-bought  serf  and  tributary  slave  ? 
6 
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Is  it  less  bondage  not  to  feel  the  yoke 

Grown  age-accustom'd  ?     Is  it  Liberty 
To  know  not  we  are  prison'd,  and  to  choke 

Our  souls  in  shames  insistently  anigh  ? 
Shut  from  the  sun,  what  know  we  of  the  day 

That   smiles    in    splendour   on    the    laughing 
flow'rs  ? 
In  brutish  darkness  we  our  senses  slay, 

And  dream  not  of  the  joy  that  might  be  ours. 
We    mouth    the    coward    creed ;    What    is,    must 

be, — 
And  think,  forgetting  Freedom,  we  are  free  ! 

The  goad  of  Want,  the  load  of  carking  Care, 

Lamed  hopes  and  starved  desires, — the  waste 
and  war 
And  anarchy  of  Commerce, — the  despair 

Of  victims  cramp'd  and  crush'd  by  lawless  law  : 
This  is  our  portion.     Yea,  we  see  the  strife, 

The  baseness  and  the  anguish  of  it  all. 
Yet  see  with  darkened  eyes.     We  stifle  Life, 

Shade  it  in  Sorrow,  drape  it  with  a  pall 
Of  Pain  that  is  but  shot  with  Pleasure's  thread, — 
Shroud  its  quick  heart  in  trappings  of  the  dead  ! 

Yet  did  we  live  indeed, — think,  know,  and  feel, — 
Such  Life  w^e  should  deem  truly  to  be  Death ; 

For  now,  what  man  dare  be  alive, — be  leal 

To   his    own  manhood  ?     Who  dare   draw  the 
breath 
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Of  Freedom,  keen  and  sweet  as  mountain  air, 
And  let  his  soul  be  kingly  ?     Ah  !  how  few 
Who  have  the  eyes  to  see,  the  will  to  dare ! 

Our  fetish-prison  holds  us,  tho'  a  new 
Stern    challenge  shakes  it.     Lo ! — and  thro'  the 

bars 
Stretch  forth  the  hands  that  would  engrasp  the 
stars ! 

O  !  rebel  souls  o'  the  world,  be  rebel  still  I 

Yet  spend  yourselves  in  anger  and  in  scorn. 
And  lend  your   little   strength,   your   hope   and 
will, 
To  speed  the  Golden  Day  that  shall  be  born ! 
Loose  but  a  pebble  of  the  dungeon  walls, 

Add  but  a  feather's  weight  unto  the  scale 
That   swings   from  Wrong  to   Right,  and  disen- 
thralls 
The   unborn   souls  whose   cause   we   dare  not 
fail! 
In  pride,  wear   ye    for   whom  Truth's  light  has 

shone, 
Your  crown  of  thorns  and  stars — Rebellion  ! 
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THE  RAGPICKER 

A  WOMAN  shambled  down  the  street, 
With  gaping  boots  upon  her  feet ; 
Her  gown  a  filthy  tatter'd  rag, 
Which  thro'  the  mud  did  trail  and  drag ; — 
With  wrinkled  cheeks  and  rheumy  eyes, 
A  creature  of  the  city  sties, — 
A  sack  across  her  shoulders  thrown, 
Her  trove  of  paper,  rag,  and  bone, 
The  spoil  of  refuse- heap  and  bin 
Which  might  some  sorry  life-crust  win ; — 
And  as  she  pass'd,  a  thing  obscene, 
/  saw  the  heedless  crowd  unclean. 

Dim  grew  my  sight,  and  in  the  mist 
I  saw  a  face  that  age  had  kiss'd 
With  tender  lips  ;  with  gentle  eyes 
Still  clear  as  Summer's  smiling  skies  ; 
With  silver  hair,  an  aureole 
To  gracious  brow  and  gracious  soul. 
This  woman  sweet,  in  fair  array, 
Pass'd  like  a  Queen  upon  her  way  ; 
And  as  with  reverent  look  I  stood, 
Son  to  her  wide,  glad  Motherhood, 
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Her  eyes  smird  into  mine^  and  then 

The  mists  were  lifted  ;  once  again 

I  saw  those  of  the  tatter' d  crone, 

Picker  of  litter' d  rag  and  bone, — 

Blear'd,  dull,  and  rheumy,  yet  the  same. 

Their  light   long  quenched    by  Want's   black 

shame  .   .  . 
Picker  of  rags,  and  Woman-Queen, 
The  living  Fact,  and  the  Might-have-been ! 
The  dream  dissolved,  and  down  the  road 
Shambled  the  figure  with  its  load, — 
Draggled  and  foul,  a  thing  obscene  .  .  . 
/  saw  the  heedless  crofvd  unclean  I 
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THE  AWAKENING 

THE  times  are  changing, — o'er  the  Eartli 
My  soul  looks  out  to  see 
The  portent  of  a  darkling  birth — 

Of  things  that  are  to  be. 
Fate  holds  the  Future  in  her  womb, 

And  darkly  travaileth 
In  devious  ways  of  pain  and  gloom, 
Till  life  shall  shed  its  death. 

The  times  are  changing, — now  dissolve 

The  creeds  of  age-long  sway  ; 
New  hopes  arise,  new  truths  evolve, 

Night  burgeons  into  Day. 
The  ancient  laws  break  far  and  wide 

Before  a  Law  more  just ; 
The  old  conventions  slip  and  slide, 

And  crumble  into  dust. 

The  times  are  changing, — sullen,  low, 

A  waking  murmur  stirs  ; 
Hope  moves  amid  the  halls  of  Woe, 

Dreams  light  its  sepulchres. 
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The  misery  of  stunted  lives 

In  serfdom  crushed  and  bound. 
Finds  tongue,  and  louder  swells  and  strives 

The  voice  of  purpose  found. 

The  times  are  changing, — Man  awakes  ; 

(Ah  !  he  has  slept  so  long  !  ) 
His  shackled  limbs  he  stirs  and  shakes. 

And  finds  them  bound — and  strong  ! 
He  wakes  in  might,  shall  stretch  to  grasp 

His  birthright  due  and  meet, — 
Knowledge  and  Freedom  :  so  shall  clasp 

Life  close,  and  know  it  sweet. 
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VASSAL  DEMOS 

HEIRS    of  the  widening  ages,  sons  of  the 
ripening  years, 
In  hope  and  in  sorrow  and  scorning  I  fashion  a 

song  for  your  ears. 
To  bear  ye  no  troubadour  fancy,  but  a  stern  and 

a  clamorous  word, 
Of  a  truth  that  abideth  your  choosing,  to  hear 

it  or  leave  it  unheard. 
Behold,  not  in  sleek  softened  numbers  the  song 

I  have  wrought  shall  be  sung  : 
Stark  steel  of  my  heart,  like  a  dagger  unsheathed, 

at  your  feet  it  is  flung. 
If  ye  take  it  firm-handed  and  set  it  to  rankle  and 

burn  in  each  breast. 
The  challenge  is  worthily  answered :  to  your  man- 
hood and  pride  be  the  rest. 

In  mansion  and  palace  fair-builded,  'mid  gilded 

and  opulent  rooms, 
'Mid  parkland   and   pleasaunce   sequestered   and 

garden-close  splendid  with  blooms, 
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Soft-lapt   in    an    effortless    plenty,    Possession    a 

world-monarch  reigns. 
Its    pomp    drawn   from    service    of   subjects    its 

arrogant  lordship  disdains ; 
Its    boast   but   a   braggart   imposture,   its  fabric 

uprear'd  on  the  shoals, 
Its  empire  but  set  on  the  sufT ranee  of  hireling 

and  dull-vision'd  souls  ; 
Yet  quaffing  the  wine  of  its  pleasures  and  wearing 

its  shame  as  a  pride, 
In  parasite  luxury  stifling  the  life  to  its  surfeit 

denied. 
But  God !  what  a  picture  arises  in  mockery  now 

to  the  view  ; 
After   the   mansion,    the    hovel ;    and   after   the 

palace,  the  stew ! 
And  lo!    on  the  bacchanal  roses  there  tramples 

a  figure  of  dread — 
The  grim,  pallid  spectre  of  Hunger,  with  gaunt 

hands  appealing  for  bread ! 
With  jesting   and   languorous    laughter    Satiety 

sits  in  its  state, 
While  Sordidness  swarms  in  its  alley,  and  Famine 

stares  in  at  the  gate. 
Vice   breeds   in   its   hot-bed    of    squalor^    blind, 

hideous,  sullen,  and  dumb. 
And  Poverty  starves  in   its  garret,  and  Misery 

cow'rs  in  its  slum. 
Ah,  do  your  souls  sicken  and  proffer  a  tribute  of 

tears  and  of  sighs  ? 


90  DREAMS   AND   REALITIES 

The  horror  still  stabs  us,  insistent ;  O  God !  Iqt 

it  pass  from  our  eyes ! 
The  ages  still  widen,  my  brothers  ;  the  lightnings 

ye  harness  and  tame. 
But  ye  suffer  old  Nineveh's  sorrows  and  bide  yet 

in  Babylon's  shame ; 
Strange    Powers    obey    ye,    great    engines,    the 

strength  and  the  splendour  of  fire, 
But  the  huddled   mean   sties  of  your  cities  are 

one  with  the  shambles  of  Tyre. 
While    your    underworld    festers    forgotten,    ye 

raise  unto  Progress  your  hymn. 
The'  her  feet  are  yet  weighted  and  shackled,  her 

vision  yet  darkened  and  dim. 
As,  brute-bom,  we  span  ever  godward,  the  star 

of  our  hope  and  our  right 
Leads    ever    those    labouring    footsteps   aspiring 

from  darkness  to  light : 
How  long  shall  our  ignorance  fetter, — how  long 

shall  our  apathy  stay 
The  feet  that  have  travell'd  so  hardly  the  long, 

dark,  primordial  way  ? 
O !  Poets  and  Prophets  whose  vision  holds  truth 

that  shall  help  to  redeem. 
Spare  not  the  red  flame  of  your  anger ;  hide  not 

the  white  glimpse  of  your  dream  !  .  .  . 
The  idler  whose  gold  binds  to  service  the  hands 

that  must  render  their  gain. 
And   the  lordling   be-prank'd   in  his    titles    and 

scutcheonings  empty  and  vain. 
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With  their  grasp  on  our  lands  and  our  homesteads, 

wield  a  might  that  is  soulless  as  strong — 
Hold   a   world  to  usurious   ransom,  by   a  pow'r 

rotten-rooted  in  wrong. 
As  greater  in  blood  and  deserving,  they  think 

not  nor  reck  not  of  how 
The  Word  yet  abides :  Thou  shalt  labour  and  eat 

in  the  sweat  of  thy  brow  ; 
But  blind  in  the  lust  of  their  riches,  the  Word 

and  the  Law  they  defy. 
Which  gave  all  the   Earth   and    its    fulness    till 

Time's  sunset-glory  should  die. 
As  a  birthright  no  claim  may  encounter,  a  bounty 

to  all  and  to  each, 
A  common  and  ample  dominion.     Lo  !  this  is  the 

sum  of  their  speech  : — 
"  Ye  born  to  no  wealth  but  your  manhood,  to  us 

ye  a  tribute  shall  give  ; 
Our  ease  shall  ye  buy  with  your  labour ;  on  the 

fruits  of  your  toil  shall  we  live. 
The  husks  of  the  earth  be  your  portion,  and  ours 

of  the  fatness  and  sweet : 
Our  law  shall  deny  the  divine :   in  the  sweat  of 

your  brows  shall  we  eat ! '' 
Can  ye  dare  a  denial,  ye  god  lings,  whose  right 

is  a  might  without  ruth  ? 
Can  ye  quibble   the   sun   from   the  heavens,  or 

swear  out  the  light  that  is  Truth  ? 
Yet  we  too  have  shared  in  your  folly,  whose  woe 

the  dead  centuries  saw : 
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The  sacrosanct  folly  that  curses  the  world  with  a 

Juggernaut  law, — 
A  law  that  sells  brother  to  brother,  and  makes  of 

the  bounty  of  life 
Not  the  wage  of  a  genial  labour,  but  the  prize 

of  a  merciless  strife  ; 
A  law   that  mocks  famine   with   surfeit, — a   law 

that  sets  theft  on  a  throne. 
And  the  mandate  supreme  and  eternal  contemns 

and  rejects  for  its  own. 
So,  stunted,  debased,  and  degraded,  the  weeds  of 

a  poisonous  soil. 
Men  live  out  their   lives    in  a  stupor  of  sordid 

mechanical  toil. 
Till  the  chafe-sores  are  scabb'd  and  the  burden 

seems  natural,  not  to  be  shed ; 
Till    the    pulse   and    quick  glory  of  being  grow 

things  that  are  joyless  and  dead. 
Those  paid  with  a  crust  for  their  service  forget 

that  in  Truth's  naked  light 
Theirs  is  the  full  loaf  of  their  winning,  untouched 

of  a  usurer's  right, — 
That    when    toll    of  their    labour    is    taken    by 

mastery's  title  alone. 
They  feed  but  a  pauper  pretension, — that  their 

lives  and  their  world  are  their  own ! 


The  ages  still  widen,  my  brothers.     Shall  Truth 
bear  her  witness  in  vain, 
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And    Industry,   bom   into  bondage,  for  ever   in 

bondage  remain  ? 
Shall  the  toiler  be  ever  a  vassal,  and  barter  his 

right  for  his  need  ? 
Yield  himself  like  an  offal  to  batten  a  monster 

of  passionless  greed ; 
To  be  cursed  by  the  wealth  he  has  fashioned,  the 

serf  of  its  iron  behest : 
The  man, — yea,  and   with  him  the  woman  and 

the  nursling  she  holds  at  her  breast  ? 
At  the  pit-brow,  the  mill,  and  the  workshop,  in 

the  sweater's  pestiferous  den. 
Slave    the    brutalised   daughters  of  Labour,   the 

wives  and  the  mothers  of  men, 
Discharm*d  and  unsex'd  in  Necessity's  hell-deep 

of  rigour  and  strife  ; 
While,  bought  of  the  toil  of  their  fingers,  the 

spoil  of  their  fulness  of  life. 
On  the  hands  of  the  daughter  of  Fortune  the 

jewels  are  glittering  fair, — 
The  price  of  a  life  at  her  bosom,  the  price  of  a 

soul  in  her  hair !  .   .  . 
And    the    child?     It   has  Want  for  a  birth-gift, 

and  Servitude  yet  for  a  creed, 
And  never  the  ripening  beauty,  the  vision  and 

hope  of  its  need. 
As  clay  to  the  hand  of  the  potter  the  virgin  life 

comes  to  be  wrought 
Into  manhood's  or  womanhood's  glory   of  body 

and  spirit  and  thought ; 
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But  basely  'tis  fashioiiM  in  foulness^  and  moulded 

in  hardship  and  ill. 
O  !  fathers  and  mothers  of  children,  shall  a  curse 

be  your  birth-dower  still  ? 


O  !    where  is  your  justification,  ye  Few  armM  and 

crown'd  in  your  might, 
For  making  the  Many  your  vassals  by  a  gilded 

wrong  masking  as  right, — 
For  holding  your  autocrat  dogma  a  law^   and  a 

fetish  divine — 
Its  substance  a  cheat  and  its  shadow  a  blood- 
guilt  accurst  and  malign  ? 
And  where  is  your  will,   O  ye  Many,  who  bow 

to  the  will  of  the  Few  ? 
'Tis  greater  than  crowns  or  than  counters:    'tis 

the  world-law,  if  only  ye  knew  ! 
Old     Tyranny     ravish'd     your     birthright,     and 

Privilege  preys  on  ye  still ; 
Where,   then,    is    your    law,    O    ye    Many  ?    Ye 

people,  O  !  where  is  your  will  ? 
Ah!     'tis    yet    all    unarm'd,    unawaken'd.     The 

weapon  is  laid  to  your  hand. 
But  the  lesson  is  yet  for  your  learning,  that  none 

your  decree  may  withstand. 
Tho*   the    bullet   may    mock    at   your   anger,    in 

wisdom  of  spirit  and  mind 
May  your  will  shape  your  law  and  impose  it, — 

your  manhood  its  sovran  ty  find. 
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Then  the  taskmaster's  hand  shall  be  loosen'd,  the 

parasite's  pow'r  shall  be  stay'd^ 
The  fetters  of  Usury  broken.  Life's  welter  and 

warfare  be  made 
To  shape   to  a  communal  order;   yea,  brothers, 

and  Sorrow  and  Shame 
Shall  witness  at  Sanity's  sessions  the  hoiTor   ot 

Poverty's  name. 
Yea  !  this  is  the  Law  and  the  Prophets  !     In  the 

sweat  of  thy  brows  shall  ye  eat : 
A  law,  not  a  curse,  O  ye  people !     In  freedom  is 

labour  made  sweet. 
The   light    of  the  Truth  that  shines   ever    with 

sun -bright  and  glorious  ray 
Falls  yet  on  a  world  that  is  clouded  and  hid  from 

the  gladness  of  Day  ; 
But  the  light  shall  break  through !     It  is  break- 
ing !     Ye  people,  O,  lift  up  your  eyes  ! 
The   clouds   that   o'erhang   us   are   lifting,   they 

faint  in  the  brightening  skies ! 
The  stir  of  the  Dawn  is  about  us, — the  nations 

are  waking,  and  lo ! 
Humanity  strains  at  its  shackles  I     Democracy ! 

rouse  ye,  and  know 
That  your  strength  must  be  gather'd  resistless  in 

the  might  of  the  soul-grappled  creed  : — 
The  Right  of  the  People  abideth  :   supreme  is  the 

Commonwear s  need. 
Yea!   Victory,  womb'd  in  our  purpose,  shall  yet 

win  its  star-je weird  throne, 
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And  yokeless,  our  children  shall  labour,  subduing 

the  earth  that  they  own. 
But    while   ye    yet   barter    Life's    splendour,    its 

purple  and  gold,  for  a  dole, — 
While  tribute  is  reft  from  the  toiler,  left  ragged 

of  raiment  and  soul, — 
Till  the  House  of  your  Right  ye  have  'stablishM, 

and  Mammon's  have  east  to  the  sod. 
Take  the   shame  to  yourselves,  O  my  brothers, 

and  blame  neither  devil  nor  God ! 
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THE   GOLDEN   LAND 

METHOUGHT  I  look'd  upon  a  golden  land, 
And  saw  it  rich  and   happy,  great  and 
free, 
Whose  spacious  law  and  pride  republican 
Were  set  in  Wisdom,  Order,  Liberty. 

I  look'd  upon  a  glad  and  golden  land 

Whose  fair  white  cities  held  their  state  serene. 
With  garden'd  ways  and  fountains  murmurous, — 

A  care-free,  gracious  people's  proud  demesne. 

I  look'd  upon  a  land  where  genial  meed 
Of  common  service  won  a  general  weal ; 

Where  Science  had  outreach' d  in  epic  might 
Her  serf-served  giantries  of  flame  and  steel ; — 

Where  Thought  had  won  her  peaceful  victories 
And  order  d  life  in  beauty,  to  the  need 

Of  its  high  faith  and  hope  and  full  desire, — 
To  the  wide  compass  of  its  social  creed. 
7 
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I  look'd  upon  a  land  whose  equal  sons 

Knew  not  the  name  of  master  nor  of  king, 

Nor  the  stark  thraldom  of  a  wage-bought  toil. 
Nor  the  deep  shame  of  their  soil's  ransoming. 

Methought  I  look'd  upon  a  golden  land 
Sunlit  and  real  as  this  Here  and  Now ; 

I  knew  it  for  a  dream  that  Time  should  prove : 
O  England,  Faith's  fair  realm-to-be — 'twas  thou ! 
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LIFE  AND  DEATH 

I  LOVE  sweet  Life,  and  O !  sweet  Life  loves 
me. 
Else,  like  a  wearied  Bride,  forlornly  free 
From  Love's  soft  fetters,  she  would  fade  and  pine  ; 
Not,  as  she  does,  her  gentle  arms  entwine. 

And  smile  so  fair ; 
She  would  not  stay  if  she  loved  not  as  I, 
But  into  nothingness,  upon  the  air 
Fade  like  a  sigh. 

I  love  fair  Life,  the  sister  of  dark  Death, 

Her  kiss  is  warm,  and  sweet  her  quiet  breath. 

Lovely  in  joy,  nor  quite  unblest  in  woe  ; 

Yet,  when  the  time  shall  come  when  she  must  go 

With  all  her  charms. 
As  from  her  long  love-clasp  she  gently  slips, 
ril  turn  to  pale  Death's  patient-waiting  arms, 

And  kiss  her  lips. 
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THE  CURSE  OF  COS 

(This  legend  of  the  Island  of  Cos  forms  the  subject  of 
Leigh  Hunt's  prose  story  The  Daughter  of  Hippocrates.  A 
substantially  varying  poetic  version  of  the  same  may  be 
recognised  in  The  Earthly  Paradise  of  William  Morris.) 

O'ER  the  dark  iEgean  the  storm-wmd  raced, 
Howling  war  to  the  weltering  waste. 
Which  flung  tumultuous  answer  back 
To  the  lowering  sky  with  its  cloudy  rack 

In  huddled  headlong  flow  ; 
And  a  bark  reeled  on  thro'  the  angry  night 
Whose  first  pale  stars  had  shrunk  from  sight 
In  awe  of  the  strife  below. 


Yet  blacker  and  denser  the  darkness  grew, 
And  wilder  and  fiercer  the  tempest  blew, 
As  tho'  it  smote  with  the  very  breath 
Of  gods  who  would  in  doom  and  death 

Some  vengeance  dread  appease  ; 
And  still  with  stagger  and  lurch  and  swing 
The  bark  fled  on  like  a  hunted  thing 

Thro'  the  wrath  of  the  raging  seas. 
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The  thunder  s  roar  and  the  lightning^s  flare 
Then'  menace  join'd^  till  a  stark  despair 
Enthraird  the  souls  of  the  hapless  crew^ 
Who  never  thought  again  to  view 

Their  fair  Sicilian  shore  ; 
And  men^  low-muttering,  strove  to  pray 
To  the  new-preach'd  Christ  of  the  latter  day, 

Or  the  ancient  gods  of  yore. 

Then  lo  I  a  glimpse  of  a  coast  deep-rent — 

A  cove  upon  whose  bluffs  was  spent 

The  waves'  white  rage,  as  their  sure-thought  prey 

Thro'  the  sea-pass  slowly  made  its  way 

By  the  fitful  levin-glare, 
And  snatch'd  from  the  jaws  of  a  watery  hell. 
Rode  light  as  a  bird  on  the  quiet  swell 

In  the  sheltering  haven  there. 

The  fury  of  the  gale  at  last 
Grew  sullen,  and  with  darkness  pass'd. 
When  morning  flung  its  first  red  gleam 
The  earth  awoke  as  from  a  dream 

Fantastical  and  wild, — 
With  shimmering  sea  and  wooing  breeze 
That  whisper' d  to  the  tortured  trees. 

Forgot  the  night,  and  smiled. 

With  day,  ere  yet  the  bark's  white  wings 
Were  spread  for  flight,  the  woods  and  springs, 
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The  bending  fig  and  climbing  vine, 
In  soft  allurement  join'd,  with  sign 

Of  bounty  wild  and  free  ; 
The  isle  seem'd  to  the  roving  sight 
A  wilderness  of  beauty  bright, 
A  leafy  garden  of  delight, 

An  Eden  of  the  sea. 

The  shoreward-tempted  strangers  stray' d 
Thro'  sun-fleck'd  copse  and  grassy  glade, 
Where  fluted  many  a  wood-note  sweet. 
And  unseen  creatures'  scurrying  feet 

Stirr'd  in  the  undergrowth  ; 
While  goats  with  swift  and  agile  leap 
Fled  to  their  fastness  on  the  steep. 

Aroused  from  noontide  sloth. 

Each  flower'd  bank  and  bowery  shade 
A  bounteous  wealth  of  charm  display'd  ; 
And  yet  no  seeming  sign  was  there 
That  human  life  and  human  care 

This  luxury  had  crown' d  ; 
Till,  ' leaguer' d  by  the  wild  array 
Of  slowly-conquering  Nature,  they 

A  ruin'd  orchard  found. 

The  ivy  clothed  its  crumbling  wall 
And  strove  with  the  trailing  vines  for  all, 
While  brambles  twined  victoriously 
Beneath  th-e  boughs  that  held  on  high 
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Their  fruity  honours  vain  ; 
Thro'  all  its  courts  and  coverts  green, 
O'er  all  the  tangled  ways  between, 

Spread  Riot's  wanton  reign. 

Beyond  :  a  garden's  shadowy  trees. 
And  blooms  that  gave  to  the  ranging  bees 
The  last  of  a  loveliness  once  so  rare, — 
Now  whelm'd  with  weeds  that  everywhere 

Usurp'd  their  ancient  right ; 
Then  a  verdure-gap  gave  a  new  surprise. 
And  show'd  to  the  strangers'  questing  eyes 

A  mansion  marble-white. 

With  many  an  eager,  wond'ring  glance. 
They  moved  in  silent  slow  advance 
To  where  a  terrace-flight  up-led  ; 
But  save  a  startled  hare  that  fled. 

No  sign  of  life  could  see  : 
And  on  the  scene  where  rude  decay 
Waged  war  on  pomp  and  beauty,  they 

Stood  gazing  silently. 

A  mossy  growth  spread  dark  and  dank 
O'er  path  and  porch,  and  creepers  rank 
Wreathed  the  columns,  and  climb' d  and  twined 
By  the  gaping  porch  and  the  casements  blind 

With  a  darkness  blank  and  drear ; 
While  stir  of  leaf  or  cricket's  trill 
But  mark'd  the  hush  whose  lifeless  chill 

Seem'd  fraught  with  nameless  fear. 
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So  on  this  palace  of  the  dead. 
With  wonder  deep'ning  into  dread 
They  gazed,  until  with  sudden  start 
Swift  teiTor  clutch'd  them  at  the  heart. 

As  at  a  window-space, — 
Wild  as  a  vision  madness-wrought. 
Sudden  and  silent  as  a  thought — 

There  rose  to  view — a  Face  ! 

A  moment,  and  'twas  gone  !     The  band 
From  pale  lips  flung  a  quick  demand  : 
"  You  stood  the  nearest,  Gualtier, — what 
Dread  Face  was  that  ?     It  sure  was  not 

A  thing  of  human-kind  !  *' 
For  to  their  startled  sense  it  seem'd 
A  phantom,  or  a  vision  dream'd. 

Of  terror  undefined. 

Ere  parted  lips  could  frame  reply — 

^'  Again  !     A  serpent !  *'  thrill' d  the  cry. 

Yet  in  the  look  upon  them  bent 

Was  something  strangely  human  blent, 

Tho'  wholly  wild  and  weird. 
The  monster's  gaze  an  instant  shone 
Intent,  and  as  again  'twas  gone. 

One  mutter'd  in  his  beard  : 

"  The  Curse  of  Cos  !     The  Serpent-Maid  ! 
The  Curse  Diana's  vengeance  laid — 
Dooming  a  mortal  thus  to  take 
The  loathly  likeness  of  a  Snake, 
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With  all  her  beauty's  loss ! 
Long  years  ago  the  doom  befel. 
And  men  do  still  the  story  tell^ 

And  shun  this  shore  of  Cos !  '* 

^^  Away  !  away  !  " — On  Gualtier's  ear 
Unheeded  fell  the  cry  of  fear. 
^^  Tho'  Dian's  curse  my  soul  should  blight, 
I  shall  remain/'  he  mutter'd,  white 

And  still  as  carven  stone. 
^^  He  is  bewitch'd  I ''  they  cried,  and  fled  ; 
And  by  the  mansion  drear  and  dread 

He  stood  alert,  alone. 

Then  swiftly,  like  a  lambent  flame. 
The  Serpent-shape  of  Wonder  came. 
Tho'  in  its  eyes  Death  glitter  d  bright 
In  threat  that  with  a  wild  affright 

Made  life  seem  doubly  sweet, 
Its  darting  high-rear' d  head  to  ground 
It  bent,  and  like  a  chidden  hound 

Fawn'd  fearful  to  his  feet ! 

Against  the  briar  d  terrace-bank 

The  youth,  wide-eyed  and  speechless,  shrank ; 

And  by  an  ancient  yew  that  spread 

Its  knotty  branches  overhead, 

And  fretted  shade  of  green, — 
The  monster,  harmless,  coil'd  its  mass 
Upon  the  blossom-tangled  grass, 

While  thro'  the  leafy  screen 
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The  jetted  sunbeams  broke  and  spray'd 
And  in  a  rippling  glory  play'd, 
And  glow'd  and  flush'd  and  shimmer  d  pale, 
Emblazoning  the  scaled  mail 

With  iridescent  gleam 
Of  golden-green  and  silver-grey, 
Rich-shot  with  opal  hues  a-play 

Like  glimmering  thoughts  in  dream. 

But  Horror's  very  self  was  foil 
To  all  the  grace  of  lissome  coil 
And  loveliness  of  dappled  skin  : 
A  semblance  of  incarnate  Sin — 

The  Serpent-face  of  fear  ! 
The  fanged  jaw  befraught  with  doom, — 
The  lips  a-drip  with  flaky  spume, — 

The  eyes  of  baleful  leer ! 

Yet  in  those  reptile  orbs  asheen 
With  furtive  fires  of  brutish  green 
There  flicker'd  something  warm  and  mild — 
A  marvel-sweetness  strange  and  wild. 

Which  drew  the  sudden  cry : 
"What  art  thou  ? '' — but  it  froze  amain, 
As,  heavy  with  a  weight  of  pain. 

There  trembled  forth — a  sigh. 

In  air  it  falter'd  into  death. 
Soft-heralding  the  dulcet  breath 
That  broke  in  ravishment  complete. 
In  melancholy  music  sweet 
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With  human-voiced  charm ; 
And  as  the  tender  accents  fell. 
They  wove  a  new  and  deeper  spell 

Of  wonder  and  alarm. 

"  Alas  !  alas !  the  cruel  fate 
By  which  I  won  a  goddess*  hate ! 
A  maiden  once  was  I,  and  fair, 
Who  now  a  serpent's  semblance  wear 

By  proud  Diana's  will ; 
Yet  tho'  this  shape  bears  Beauty's  part. 
In  soul  and  sense,  in  mind  and  heart, 

I  am  a  Womun  still ! 

"  Thus,  shamed,  forlorn,  must  I  abide 
Amidst  the  marble  pomp  and  pride 
Where  once  I  dwelt  and  knew  no  care, 
Content  that  I  was  young  and  fair ; 

Now,  by  all  gods  forgot, 
I  am  accurst  with  foulness  strange. 
And  Death  must  mock,  but  never  change 

The  pity  of  my  lot ! " 

The  youth,  intent,  gave  sudden  cry 
In  words  that  broke  tumultuously  : 
"  Tho'  Death  withholds  its  mercy-hour. 
Hath  Life  no  alchemy,  no  pow'r 

To  cheat  this  doom  divine  ?  " 
"  Yea !  "  thrill'd  the  answ  er,  passion-fraught, — 
"  The  fate  my  foolish  lips  have  wrought 

May  be  revoked  by  thine ! 
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"  For  hark  !  thus  slighted  Dian  spake  : — 
Be  Maid  no  more,  hut  creeping  Snake  ! 
And  live  for  aye  a  thing  so  base 
That  men  shall  shim  the  form  and  face 

Which  shall  thine  onm  eclipse  ; 
And  hut  07ie  thing  mij  Curse  may  cross  : 
A  man,  for  pity  of  her  loss, 
Must  kiss  the  Ser})ent'Maid  of  Cos 

Upon  her  loathsome  lips  !  '* 

Back  shrank  the  youth^  his  look  of  dread 
Fix'd  wildly  on  the  horrid  head : 
On  lifted  crest,  so  fiercely  fair, — 
On  fanged  jaw  and  tongue  that  there 

In  flickering  menace  show'd, — 
On  eyes  in  whose  cold,  cruel  gleam, 
Darkling  to  life  at  hope's  new  dream, 

Strange  human  passions  glow'd. 

Then  terror  drew  a  darkness-veil 
As  senses  'gan  to  faint  and  fail ; 
Yet,  like  the  bird  that  battles  thro* 
The  storm,  to  find  the  open  blue 

Beyond  the  reeling  skies. 
So  thro'  the  mists  that  whelm*d  his  sight. 
His  soul  swam  up  to  win  the  light 

Of  sweetness  in  her  eyes  : 

Wild-waking  heav'ns  whose  mingled  hell 
Flamed  impotent  against  the  spell 
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That  held  him  thralFd  :  woe-wearied  eyes 
That  mutely  told  the  miseries 

Of  all  the  hopeless  years. 
Then  dimmer  grew  their  em'rald  sheen, 
And  welling  from  the  jeweird  green 

There  fell  two  pearly  tears  : 

Brimm*d  large  and  bright,  with  tremulous  roll, 
And  falling,  sank  into  his  soul. 
The  piteous  eyes  now  shunn'd  his  look, 
And  quivering  sobs,  half-stifled,  shook 

The  grim,  lithe-wreathed  form. 
Abasing  the  fierce  strength  that  slept 
In  those  bright  sinuous  coils,  soft-swept 

With  scaly  glintings  warm. 

With  clammy  brow  and  brain  of  fire. 
With  lips  that  seem'd  to  scarce  respire. 
With  rigid  limbs  and  bounding  blood. 
And  wild  eyes  fix'd, — yet  Gualtier  stood, 

A  statued  Fear ! — and  then 
The  mournful  voice,  sweet,  trembling  low 
In  all  its  witchery  and  woe. 

Fell  on  his  ear  again. 

"  Canst  thou  be  cruel,  gentle  Youth, 
And  know  no  more  of  gracious  ruth 
Than  had  the  cold,  proud  Huntress  ? — she 
Who  wreak' d  this  dreadful  doom  on  me 
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Because  I  scorned  her  pow'r ! 
Hast  thou  no  tinct  of  Nature's  love, 
This  wintry  seeming  to  disprove 

In  Pity's  wakening  flow'r? 

"  O  !  forfeit  not  thy  manhood's  name  ! 
A  touch  may  cancel  all  my  shame, 
And  eyes  may  close  while  lips  shall  kiss,- 
Yea  ! — Fancy  shape  lost  Beauty's  bliss, 

Such  as  was  mine  of  yore. 
Forget  this  shape — (tho*  foul  and  fell, 
Soft  Womanhood  within  doth  dwell !) 

And  think  me  fair  once  more ! 

"  O  !  banish  all  thy  vain  alarm 
Of  clinging  coil  or  stealing  charm  ; 
The  very  forest-creatures  know 
My  gentleness  I  " — and  then,  as  tho' 

To  prove  the  words  she  spake, 
A  timid  hare  that  scamper' d  near 
Swerved  from  the  human  form  in  fear. 

And  shelter'd  by  the  Snake ! 

But,  as  she  writhed  in  woe,  it  fled ; 
And,  half  aswoon,  he  answered  : 
^^  I  yield  my  lips  to  thine,  entranced 
With  all  their  horror,  so  thou  canst 

Thy  virgin  shape  resume. 
O  rebel  flesh,  baulk  not  my  will ! 
O  fearful  heart,  awhile  be  still. 

And  break  this  spell  of  doom !  " 
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Then^  curtaining  with  darkness  vain 
The  vision  imaged  in  his  brain, 
All  tremulous  droop'd  his  lids,  and  fell, — 
Shut  out  those  reptile  orbs'  strange  spell, — 

Shut  out  the  serpent  form, — 
Yet,  palsy-twitch'd,  flashed  fitful  light. 
As  palely  shivers  thro'  the  night 

The  levin's  tale  of  storm. 

An  age-long  moment  held  astrain 
Each  nerve  in  anguish'd,  quivering  pain ; 
Then,  as  the  creature  closer  drew, 
A  scaly  rustle  tingled  thro' 

The  silence  of  the  place. 
And — Horror  stirring  in  his  hair — 
Its  foul  breath  hiss'd  upon  the  air 

And  reek'd  upon  his  face  ! 

A  shudder  thro'  his  body  leapt 
As  back  in  blind  recoil  he  stept, 
Uncheck'd  by  snaky  coils  awound, — 
But,  quick  and  lithe,  his  neck  around, 

A  clasping  arm  was  thrown. 
And  there  one  lightning  instant  dwelt. 
As,  fragrant,  magical,  he  felt 

Warm  lips  upon  his  own ! 

And  then  before  him,  lo  I  there  stood 
A  form  of  perfect  womanhood. 
Of  maiden  graces  wonder-fair, — 
Till  like  a  sword  their  beauty  rare 
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Stabb'd  deep  into  his  soul ; 
And  thus,  with  mutual  kindling  fire, 
Look  spoke  to  look  of  heart-desire, 

Of  passion's  gift  and  goal. 

Nor  did  his  gaze  forbear  to  dwell 
On  dark-show'r'd  hair  or  bosom-swell, 
On  tender  mouth,  on  cheeks  aglow. 
On  honey-pale,  sweet  throat  below, 

On  gentle  brow  above  ; 
And  ever  eyes  were  joined  again 
To  ardent  eyes,  confessing  then 

Their  light  and  link  of  love. 

At  last,  in  sudden,  close  embrace 
He  clasped  and  held  her  form  of  grace. 
Lip  drew  to  lip,  and  told  the  joy — 
The  rapture  knowing  no  alloy, 

That  held  their  hearts  in  sway ; 
And  by  that  new,  divinest  kiss 
Their  mingled  souls  in  bridal  bliss 

Were  seal'd  and  join'd  for  aye. 
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FRA  LUCIO 

CONDEMNED    to    die!     Here  in   my  prison 
gloom 
I  sleepless  watch  and  wait  my  hour  of  doom. 
The  stealthy  moments  pass,  and  whispering  tell 
Of  one  that  follows  close — one  fierce  and  fell ! 
The  very  silence  breathes  one  voiceless  cr}^ : 
"  Fra  Lucio,  tremble  !  and  prepare  to  die  !  '* 
Yea,  I  must  die  by  torment  at  the  stake 
When,  o'er  the   tow'rs    of  Florence,  mom    shall 

break ; 
And  this  live  body  and  the  soul  they  say 
Is  damn'd,  condemn'd  to  burn  in  hell  for  aye, 
Must  wrench  themselves  apart  in  bitter  pain 
To  prove  how  God  in  human  hearts  doth  reign ! 
Fire,  torture,  death,  and  Heav'n's  eternal  ban, 
Because,  a  priest,  I  dared  to  be  a  man ! 
Because  I  had  a  live  heart  in  my  breast, 
That  would  not  at  a  tyrant  creed's  behest 
Forbid  its  passion,  and  put  out  the  flame 
That  God  and  Nature  lit, — nor  deem'd  it  shame. 
And  she,  the  gentle  angel  of  my  love. 
White-soul' d  as  any  saint  in  heav'n  above, — 
8 
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She  whose  dear  woman-heart  went  out  to  mme 

Because  she  knew  a  mandate  more  divine 

Than    priest's    or    Pope's,    and    could    not    but 

forget 
The  vestal  vows  to  which  her  lips  were  set, 
When  Love's  imperious  voice  in  music  spoke, 
And  to  its  spell  her  spirit  stirr'd  and  woke ; — 
She,  whose  ripe  womanhood  its  birthright  won — 
(For  what  cares  Nature  for  the  name  of  Nun  ?) 
Is  doom'd  to  stand  beside  me  in  that  hour 
When  Holy  Church  shall  vindicate  its  pow'r, 
But  scarce,  methinks,  its  holiness, — when  Death 
Shall  wither  Life  with  fierce  and  fiery  breath. 
Love !    wondrous    Love !    thou    sweet,    forbidden 

thing. 
Shall  I  regret  the  fate  that  thou  dost  bring  ? 
Short  in  our  hearts  hath  been  thy  magic  reign : 
Thy  gift  one  clasp,  one  kiss  between  us  twain  ; 
And  in  that  moment  when  our  souls  were  wed 
And  Joy  was  born,  some  demon  struck  it  dead ! 
So  softly  were  thy  spells  about  us  thrown 
That  scarce  we    knew  them,  scarce  their   pow'r 

would  own 
E'en  to   our  secret   selves ;  .  .  .  and   then — the 

word, 
The  swift  impulsive  troth-plight,  overheard ! 
The  quick  kiss  seen,  the  one  bright  glimpse  of 

heav'n 
Snatch'd  from  our  dazzled  eyes  ere  scarce  'twas 

giv'n ! 
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And  from  the  brink  of  Love's  wide  wonder-world 
Were  we  by  devil-hands  pluck'd  back  and  hurl'd 
To  hell's    black   depths  damn'd  by  the   blasting 

hate 
Of  Romeo's  quick  lightnings, — excommunicate ! 
And   now,    short    shrift    and   vengeful   sentence 

dire  : 
To-morrow  morn  condemned  to  die  by  fire  ! 
Dreadful  the  doom  that  waits  for  us ;  and  yet — 
Love's  moment  in  the  scale  ! — do  I  regret  ? 
Nay  ; — for  its  little  span  of  human  bliss 
Was  richly  worth  a  thousand  deaths  like  this ! 
Nay !  would  I  barter,  for  the  fear  of  death. 
That  one  live  instant,  the  one  vital  breath 
That   came  when   manhood   'neath   the   cassock 

woke, 
Felt  its  stark  strength,   and  from  its  thraldom 

broke  ? 
Ah  !  but  for  thee,  my  Sweet,  so  young,  so  fair ! 
'Tis  hard  to  say  ^^  Content  '* !     Yet,  would  I  dare 
To  wish  thee  to  have  lived  and  pass'd  away 
Without  the  glory  of  Love's  one  brief  day  ? 
Nay,  we  will  joy  together  in  the  fate 
That  in  dread  wedlock  giveth  mate  to  mate. 
Ah  !  what  a  bridal  shall  be  ours,  my  Own, 
When  on  the  pyre  Love  sets  his  altar-throne  ! 
When  Florence  pours  her  eager  rabble  forth 
To  feast  their  eyes  and  sate  their  wolfish  wrath ! 
Tho'  come  they  but  our  torments  to  deride. 
Their  shouts  shall  hail  a  Bridegroom  and  a  Bride  I 
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The  lithe  red  flames  shall  dance  and  laugh  and 

leap, 
And  royally  our  nuptial  revels  keep, — 
Shall  wrap  us  in  a  marriage -garment  rare, 
And  wreathe  their  crimson  blossoms  in  our  hair ! 
Tho'  torn  apart  by  stem  and  ruthless  men, 
The  festal  fires  shall  give  us  back  again 
Unto  each  other :  in  that  moment  dread 
E'en  by  the  kiss  of  Death  shall  we  be  wed ! 
Methinks  the  curse  of  Man,  the  wrath  of  Rome, 
Will  scarcely  reach  us  in  our  Father's  home ! 
And  while  our  ashes  smoulder  on  the  sod 
My  soul   shall    stand   and    claim    its    mate    from 

God! .  .  . 
What   was   that   shout  ?     Louder   it    swells   and 

nigh'r  : 
"  This  morn  the  priest  Fra  Lucio  dies  by  fire  ! 
He  and  his  paramour  ! "     Is  that  their  cry  ? 
Ye  dogs  !  ye  ravening  wolves  !  ye  lie  !  ye  lie ! 
My  Love  is  white  and  pure  as  virgin  snow ! 
Look  once  into  her  angel's  eyes,  and  know ! 
But  yet  again  the  eager  shoutings  rise  : 
"  Haste  to    the  Square !     This  morn    Fra    Lucio 

dies ! " 
This    morn  ?     'Tis   yet    but    night !     Said    they 

^^  this  morn  "  ? 
Yea  !  thro'  yon  grating  breaks  the  light  of  dawn — 
Pale-glimmering  thro'  the  grim  and  jealous  bars. 
Where   late    there    shone   the    watchful   pitying 

stars. 
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My  marriage  morn !  .  .  .  And  now  they  come  to 

seek 
The  happy  Groom  !  .  .  .  The  bolts !  .  .  .   Blanch 

not,  my  cheek ! 
Heart,  falter  not  now  Life  has  reach'd  its  sum ! 
^  In  manus  tuas,  Domine  / '  .  .  .   I  come ! 
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SOULLESS 

YE  think  me  mad  ?     Well,  I'll  not  say  ye  nay, 
Since  in  your  wisdom  so  ye  please  to  say ; 
And  since  this  body  earns  your  sapient  ban, 
Do  with  it  whatsoe'er  ye  please — or  can. 
But  ere  ye  hirelings  set  to  earn  your  wage, 
And  ye  your  fees,  ye  doctors  grave  and  sage. 
Forbear  your  cords  and  shackles  yet  awhile. 
And  I  will  tell  ye  that  shall  make  ye  smile, 
I  doubt  not,  in  sane  mockery  and  scorn. 
Daring  not  think  it  else  than  madness-born. 
Stand  back  !     Stand  back,  I  say !  or  ye  shall  know 
The  hate  and  strength  a  madman's  gripe  can  show  ! 
I'll  tell  my  tale  ;  then  ye  can  laugh  your  fill. 
And  take  and  bind  and  chain  me  as  ye  will. 
She  whom  I  slew,  that  was  my  wife  and  love — 
Now  lying  in  her  chamber  there  above. 
In  all  her  beauty,  pale  and  cold  and  still. 
Died  knowing  not  why  these  fond  hands  should 

kill: 
These  hands  that  used  to  fondle  and  caress 

With  touch  as  soft  upon  her  ivory  skin 
As  that  which  charm'd  the  pow'r  and  loveliness 

Of  sweetest  music  from  my  violin. 
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A  few  short  weeks  ago  I  made  her  mine^ 
And  thought  my  life  complete^  our  joy  divine 
As  some  great  harmony  that  swells  and  rolls 
To  heav'n — a  union  of  commingled  souls. 
Commingled   souls !      Ha-ha !    the    phrase  would 

seem 
Strange  in  the  sequel.     Listen !     Could  I  dream 
That  'neath  that  peerless  beauty  siren-rare^ 
And  grace  of  womanhood  so  queenly  fau% — 
In  that  delicious  house  of  white-rose  bloom, 
There  dwelt  ?io  soul}  ...  At  first  the   thought 

did  loom 
A  shadowy  prescience  on  my  waking  sense  : 
That  she  had  loveliness,,  intelligence, 
The  play  and  buoyant  pulse  of  vivid  life. 
The  charm  of  woman  and  the  name  of  wife. 
And  yet — no  soul !     No  soul !     Ye  think  1  rave  ; 
Ye  smile  to  think  that  Heaven  ever  gave 
Life  without  soul  to  those  of  human  shape 
And  mind  and  speech  and  reason  !     Shall  I  'scape 
Your  mockery  with  such  wild  words  as  these  ? 
Nay,  I  fore-spoke  it !     Laugh  then,  if  ye  please  ! 
Laugh  !     I  will  join  ye,  and  in  mirthless  mirth 
Outlaugh  the  mockery  of  all  the  earth ! 
For  I  am  mad,  ye  say,  ye  learned  men  : 
Laugh  !     Eden  s  Lilith  come  to  life  again  ! 
O  !  I  could  mock  myself,  the  world  and  all ! 
Laughter  and  gibes  and  jeers  this  hand  could  call 
From  the  iiide  gut  upon  my  instrument, — 
But  there  by  her  it  lies,  dumb,  shatter'd,  rent. 
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But  listen  yet ;  my  tale  is  not  yet  told. 

I  loved  this  woman  with  her  hair  of  gold, 

Her  eyes  of  blue,  her  skin  of  rose  and  white, 

Her  harmonies  of  beauty  and  delight. 

I  gave  her  all  my  passion,  and — ('tis  droll. 

Let's  laugh  again  !)  I  ask'd  for  all  her  soul ! 

I  did  not  guess  the  fearful  truth  at  first, 

And  as  it  shaped,  my  heart  was  like  to  burst. 

I  reel'd  in  mists  of  terror,  flames  of  fire  ; 

I  froze  in  ice  of  horror  ;  madness  dire 

Seem'd  to  possess  me  ;  yet  to  outward  show 

I  was  the  same, — the  "  Wizard  of  the  Bow  '* 

Unto  the  plauding  world,  and  to  my  bride 

The  tender  lover,  ever  by  her  side. 

And  ever  watching,  noticeful,  alert. 

Deep  ning  my  suspicion  and  my  hurt. 

The  truth  like  some  slow  auger  pierced  my  brain, 

Till  wedlock's  intimacy  made  it  plain. 

I  searched  her  eyes,  I  probed  her  nature  deep. 

With  question  keen  that  aped  a  passion  blind 
Finding  the  light  and  pulse  of  life  aleap. 

Missing    the — something,     that     should    lurk 
behind ! 
She  loved  me — in  her  way, — gave  what  she  had. 
But  had  no  soul  to  give.     (Yes,  yes  !     I'm  mad !) 
When  lip  met  lip  (and  O,  but  hers  were  red — 

Red  as   the   rose  with  which    the   June-wind 
sports ! ) 
The  soul  that  strain'd  at  mine  would  shrink  in 
dread. 
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Meeting  no  mate  at  those  sweet-blushing  ports  ! 
Then  would  I  take  my  bow  to  ease  my  pain. 
Speaking  it  to  the  strings  in  music's  strain. 
At  last  the  thought  came  to  me  as  I  play'd : — 
Since  mighty  music  oft  had  subtly  sway'd 
And  spoken  to  the  spirit-self  of  man, 
My  art,  my  genius,  should  fling  a  span — 
A  rainbow-bridge  of  throbbing,  eager  sound 
Beyond  the  carnal  pale  and  fleshly  bound. 
Deep  calling  unto  deep,  my  soul  to  hers, — 
Or  prove  her  soulless  !     (Patience  yet,  good  sirs  !) 
I  sought  her  chamber.     From  a  light  divan — 

Her  loosen'd  tresses  o*er  her  shoulders  shed — 
She  smiled  and  waved  a  welcome  with  her  fan. 

"  Tve  come  to  play  to  you  awhile,*'  I  said. 
Light  words — yet  charged  for  her  with  death  or 

life,-- 
The  last  I  spoke  to  her  that  was  my  wife. 
I  drew  my  bow  across  the  thrilling  strings. 
And  then,  my  eyes  on  hers,  I  loosed  the  springs 
Of  melody  within  me, — let  my  whole 
Pent  nature  flood  and  surge, — my  human  soul 
Go  forth  and  speak  in  music,  calling  clear 
In  love-notes  to  its  mate  to  wake  and  hear 
And  answer !     Never  had  I  play'd  before 
As  I  play'd  then  ;  tho'  I  have  set  a-roar 
With  thunderous  plaudits  many  a  mighty  hall ; 

Never  before  play'd  man  for  such  a  prize, — 
Never  before  awaited  such  a  call — 

A  waking  soul  within  a  woman's  eyes ! 
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One  last  long  note  the  sweeping  bow-strings  drew  ; 

It  quiver'd,  died.     At  last,  at  last,  I  knew  ! 

Silent  and  still  I  stood  a  moment's  space. 

A  little  startled  look  was  on  the  face 

Of  her  whom  I — had  loved  :  it  faded  soon, 

And  with  a  smile  she  spoke  : — ^^  A  pretty  tune. 

But    somewhat    oddly    phrased    and  —  strange, 

cherie  ! 
Come,  lay  the  fiddle  by,  and  sit  by  me." — 
Without  a  word  I  sat  me  by  her  side, 
Drinking  her  beauty,  cold  to  all  its  pride. 
Lightly  she  nestled  to  my  arm's  caress ; 
Lightly  I  toy'd  with  one  loose-flowing  tress ; 
Lightly  I  twined  it  round  the  throat  so  fair ; 
Tightly  I  drew  it,  twisted,  held  it  there ! 

When  she  was  dead,  I  took  my  instrument, 
And  a  low  laugh  of  music  forth  I  sent 
From  out  its  sounding  soul ;  and  all  my  own 
Spoke,  laugh'd,  wept,  triumphed,  in  its  vibrant 

tone! 
The  world  has  call'd  me  genius, — given  gold 
To  hear  me  play ;  and  spellbound  could  I  hold 
All  who  lent  ear  to  me ;  but  now  I  made 
The  angels  look  from  heaven  as  I  play'd — 
Play'd  to  the  dead  ! — with  harmonies  divine  : 
Whisperings   of  love  and   hope  that  once  were 

mine ! 
Passions  exalted  trembled  on  the  strings 
As  in  my  heart,  outbome  on  music's  wings. 
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Then  thro'  the  tingling  sweetness  of  the  strain 
I  wove  a  thread  of  haunting^  poignant  pain, — 
A  tone  of  menace,  mockery,  dismay, — 
And  all  the  angel  listeners  shrank  away. 
And  then  I  flung  forth  angry  notes  of  flame. 
And  in  their  place  dim  shapes  demoniac  came. 
They  hover'd,  gathered,  circled  thick  around. 
No  more  terrific  than  that  rage  of  sound 
By  my  wild  genius  order'd  and  impell'd ! 
Faster  yet  flew  my  bow,  and  louder  swell'd 
That  storm  of  wizard  music,  in  whose  breath 
Beat  a  fierce  tarantelle — a  Dance  of  Death  ! 
And  so  they  found  us ; — found  me  playing  there, 
And — It,  with  glassy  eyes  and  golden  hair. 
They  said  that  I  was  mad.     I  answered  naught. 
What   matter'd    what    they   said    or   what    they 

thought  ? 
I  snapped  my  bow,  threw  down  my  violin 
And  set  my  heel  upon  it.     'Twas  a  sin 
Worse  than  the  other.     It  was  w^orth  much  gold ; 
It  had  a  soul.      And  she — well,  I  have  told 
That  tale.     Now  laugh  !     Nay,  let  your  shackles 

be! 
Or  bind — a  corse  !     This  phial  sets  me  free ! 
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VERT-VERT 

(Adapted  from  Leigh  Hunt's  prose  story,  from  the 
original  French  of  Gresset. ) 

IN  the  Convent  of  Nevers,  which  town  (and  a 
glance 
At  a  map  will  confirm  the  remark)  is  in  France, 
Where   it  was,   I   might  venture   to   state   with 

impunity. 
At  the   time  of  my  story, — there  dwelt  a  com- 
munity 
Of  reverend  sisters,  and  under  their  care 
Lived  the  wonderful  parrot,  the  famed  Vert-Vert, 
Your  understanding  I  will  not  flout ; 

You  would  hardly  consider  yourself  my  debtor 
If  I    said   he  was    named  from    his  colour ;    no 
doubt 
You    speak    French    like    a    native,    or   even 
better, 
And  guess  that  his  coat  was  an  elegant  green — 
A  plumage  as  verdant  as  ever  was  seen. 
Each  feather  he  had  was  as  smooth  and  as  sleek 
As  the  pretty  young  Sister  Cecilie's  cheek, 
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Which  oft  he'd  salute  with  a  soft  little  peck ; 
And    his    soul — for    it    surely    seems    not    too 

absurd 
To  talk  of  the  soul  of  so  wondrous  a  bird — 

Was  white  as  the  snow  of  sweet  Cecilie's  neck. 
His  thoughts  and  his  speech  were  as  pure  and  as 

chaste 
As  hers  were,  or  those  of  the  Sister  Celeste, 
Or  of  Sisters  Eugenie,  Louise,  Seraphine, — 
Or  of  whom  you  prefer  to 
Suggest  or  refer  to, — 
As  pure  as  a  bird's  thoughts  and   speech  could 

have  been. 
The  innocent  air 
Of  the  saintly  Vert-Vert 

Was  at  once  of  the  nuns  the  delight  and  despair ; 
For  tho*  meekly  they  went  and  tho'  meekly  they 

came. 
The  parrot's  demeanour  would  put  them  to  shame. 
Such  beautiful  modesty  thrill'd  in  his  sigh. 
Such  piety  shone  in  the  glance  of  his  eye 
(Tho'  I  need  not  his  qualities  quote  seriatim,) 
That   those   w^ho    first   taught    him   would    now 

emulate  him ; 
Each  virtue  extant  its  perfection  did  lend, 
And  everyone  was  his  slave  and  his  friend. 
No  voice  was  so  eager  at  chant  or  at  pray'r 
As  that  of  the  cherubic  novice,  Vert- Vert ; 
With  his  Aves  and  Paters  long  vigils  he'd  keep. 
And  he'd  mutter  his  Canticles  e'en  in  his  sleep. 
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"  Hail,  Sister  !  "  he'd  cry,  "  Pax  vobisciim  !  "  and 

then 
He  would  cap  each  reply  with  a  solemn  "Amen!" 
A  Grace  before  breakfast  or  luncheon  or  dinner 
He    would    say,    as    devout    as    a    new-reform'd 

sinner ; 
And  when  with  the  sisters  the  chapel  he  sat  in. 
It  did  their  hearts  good  as  he  roll'd  out  the  Latin 
With  every  pious  inflection  and  tone, 
With  a  languishing  sigh  or  a  penitent  groan ; 
And  I'll  dare 
To  declare. 

Nay, — ril  venture  to  swear. 

That  the  nuns  in  their  doting,  adoring  simplicity. 
Thought   more   of    the    bird's    than   the    Pope's 

"  Benedicite ! " 
His  Credos  were  worthy  a  Cardinal's  station, 
They  carried  conviction  and  forced  admiration ; 
And  his  Magnificat 
Was  so  marvellous  that 

To  think  aught  could  equal  it  you  could  be  chary, 
Till  you  heard  him  intoning  a  loud  Miserere. 

The  prodigy's  fame  spread  wide  and  far. 
And  the  wonder  was  bruited  as  wonders  are ; 
And  travelling  far  and  travelling  wide. 
Was  doubted,  scouted,  affirm'd,  denied. 
The  tale  of  the  Nevers  Convent's  pride. 
But  proof  was  strong 
To  right  the  wrong. 
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For  a  hundred  pairs  of  ears  had  heard 

The  marvel  of  the  sainted  bird  ; 

As  many  eyes  the  sight  divine 

Had  seen  ;  yet  no  ! — 

One  vi^itness  was  blind  of  an  eye,  and  so 

Strict  truth  makes  a  hundred  and  ninety-nine ; 

And  who  could  ask  more  proof  than  that 

To  crush  the  sceptic  rabble  flat 

Beneath  the  final  weight  immense 

Of  circumstantial  evidence  ? 

Further  the  fame  of  our  hero  flew 

Than  he  could  have  flown  in  a  month — or  two 

For  the  matter  of  that. 

For  he'd  grown  fat ; 

Yea,  such  was  the  lavish  attention  shown, 
So  many  the  dainties  to  him  were  given. 
On  such  high  living  and  ease  he'd  thriven. 

That  fat  as  an  abbe  he  soon  had  grown. 

Even  in  Nantes,  in  the  Convent  there. 

They  heard  of  the  sanctified  fowl,  Vert-Vert, 

And  the  dove-cot  was  fluttered  with  eager  desire 

To  see  the  good  parrot,  to  hear  in  their  choir 

The  voice  that  had   charm'd   their  blest  sisters' 
society, — 

The  accents  of  ornithological  piety. 

So  at  length  to  the  virgms  of  Nevers  they  wrote 

A  politic,  pleading,  polite  little  note, 

And  made  of  their  longing  a  plain  intimation, — 
A  request  most  explicit 
To  send  on  a  visit 
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To  their  sisters  in  God  of  the  Nantes  Visitation 
Their  vessel  of  virtue.     How  long  were  the  days 
Their  patience  must  bide !     How  slow  the  post- 
chaise 
That  carried  their  message  of  fervent  appeal, 
With  its  freightage  of  hopes  and  its  big  waxen 
seal! 

But  O! 

What  a  blow ! 

What  a  day  of  bewailing  and  weeping  and  woe 

For  those  who  received  it !     O,  how  it  did  grieve 

them ! 
O !  what  perturbation 
And  wild  consternation 
Was    theirs    at    the    thought   that    their  darling 

should  leave  them ! 
A  Chapter  was  held.     The  good  Sister  Superior 
Strove  to  preserve  an  unruffled  exterior, 
And  urged  that  altho'  separation  might  pain, 
Their  precious  one  soon  would  be  with  them  again  ; 
Of  offence  to  their  sisters  refusal  might  savour. 
So  perhaps  it  were  better  to  grant  them  the  favour. 
Here  a  sob  choked  her  voice ;  it  was  echo'd  around. 
And  Sister  Eugenie  fell  down  in  a  swound ; 
Louise's  pale  face  show'd  her  inward  alarms. 
And  Seraphine  wept  in  young  Cecilie's  arms. 
But  at  last  it  was  settled  ;  for  two  weeks,  no  more, 
Their  treasure  should  go,  by  the  boat  down  the 

Loire. 
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Then  over  the  Chapter  fell  silence  and  gloom, 
Like  a  presage  of  ill,  like  th  e  chill  of  a  tomb  ; 
And  Nina,  a  novice  whose  slight  dereliction 
Her  youth  may  excuse,  breathed  a  mild  maledic- 
tion ; — 

When  the  voice  of  the  bird 

In  the  stillness  was  heard  ; — 
The  parrot  was  praying  for  strength  in  affliction ! 

At  last  came  the  day  when  their  loved  one  was 

sent. 
And  like  a  lone  widow  each  felt  when  he  went. 
Or  a  mother  bereaved.      O !    their   sorrow  was 

keen! 
They  felt  just  as  blue  as  the  parrot  was  green ! 
With  his  coat  all  bedew*d  with  aiFectionate  tears 
And  kisses  impassioned  with  tremulous  fears 
Thick-shower'd  upon  him,  the  sainted  Vert-Vert 
Set  out,  the  world's  perils  and  dangers  to  dare. 
Now  the  vessel  which  carried  our  hero  was  not 

Exactly  an  ark  of  a  favour  religious. 
The  crew  were  a  rascally,  vagabond  lot 

Whose  powers  of  expression  were  something 
prodigious. 
The  passengers  too  were  a  scarcely  delectable 
Body  of  folk  for  a  highly  respectable 
Parrot,  brought  up  in  a  virtuous  style. 
Knowing  nothing  of  loose  conversation  and  guile: — 
A  couple  of  wenches  who  ate  macaroons 
And  giggled  and  flirted  with  three  bold  dragoons  ; 
9 
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Two    gallous    young   garqons,   in    mischief   none 

worse, 
A  renegade  friar  and  a  gin-bibbing  nurse. 
And  there,  in  the  midst  of  the  boisterous  chaff, 
The  scurrilous  jest  and  the  drunken  laugh. 
The  prodigy,  petrified,  quite  overcome, 
With  his  texts  all  forgotten,  sat  perfectly  dumb. 
"  Hello  !  *'  cried  a  girl,  giving  Vert- Vert  a  nudge. 
"  Hail,  Sister !  "  he  answer'd,  as  grave  as  a  judge. 
^'  Ha-ha !  "   croak'd  the  crone,  "  why,  the  bird's 

been  to  school 
In   a    convent!       Mon   Dieu  /    what   a   silly    old 

fool ! " 
'^  Parhleu !     what    a    joke !  '*     cried    a    doughty 

dragoon ; 

^^  Here !  see  what  he'll  say  to  a  d macaroon!'* 

The  fowl  cock'd  an  eye  when  the  dainty  he  saw. 

And  for  it  put  out  an  acquisitive  claw ; 

But  ere  in  his  system  he  gave  it  a  place, 

He  solemnly,  thankfully,  utter'd  a  Grace. 

Then  with  laughter  the  face  of  the  friar  grew  red. 

And  tears  from  the  eyes  of  the  damsels  were 

shed ; 
The  wide-grinning  younkers  stood  each  on   his 

head ; 
While  the  gallant  dragoons. 
Like  three  great  buffoons, 
Stamped  round,  slapping  thighs,  and  in  bellowing 

glee 
Roar'd  themselves  hoarse  as  three  crows  in  a  tree ! 
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Now  when  they  discover  d  the  parrot's  proclivities. 
The  rascally  band 
All  took  him  in  hand. 
And  found  a  new  field  for  his  mental  activities. 
They  taught  him  some  really  remarkable  curses, 
And  some  striking  but  quite  untranslatable  verses, 
The  speech   of  the    barracks,   the  slang  of  the 

bars. 
And  words  commonly  printed  in  dashes  and  stars  ! 
In  fact,  never  bird  was  so  greatly  astounded 
To    find    that    his    knowledge    so   slightly   was 

grounded  ; — 
That  the  language  the  good  Nevers  sisters  had 

taught 
In  picturesque  power  fell  dreadfully  short. 
The  thought  of  their  negligence  fiU'd  him  with 

choler. 
And  like  an  ambitious  and  diligent  scholar 
He  applied  all  the  skill  of  his  wonderful  brain 
A  more  emphatic 
And  idiomatic 
Command  of  the  national  tongue  to  attain ; 
And    when    troopers   and    friar   gave    their   last 

commendation. 
The  boatmen  completed  his  new  education. 

The  days  pass'd  away,  and  when  Nantes  came 

in  sight. 
The  once  innocent  wight. 
The  good  sisters*  delight. 
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Receptive  as  wax,  and  at  learning  no  laggard, 
Was  a  flagrant,  flamboyant,  phenomenal  black 

guard ! 
A  beldam  awaiting  him  down  at  the  quay 
Found  him  silent  and  sulky  as  sulky  could  be  ; 
But  too  full  of  excitement  a  moment  to  stay. 
In  pride  and  in  triumph  she  bore  him  away. 
The   nuns  were  at   pray'rs   when,  in   breathless 

condition, 
Their  messenger  safely  returned  from  her  mission  ; 
But  the  service  was  stopped ;  someone  sprang  to 

the  bell 
The  news  of  the  parrot's  arrival  to  tell 
To  those  in  refectory,  cloister,  or  cell. 
The  aged  and  the  young 
From  their  knees  quickly  sprung. 
And  the  tidings  of  joy  were  on  every  tongue : 
The     far -famous    fowl,     the     good     sisterhood's 

treasure. 
In  the  convent's  great  parlour  was  waiting  their 

pleasure ! 
What  sudden  commotion 
Prevail'd  on  the  scene 
Where  the  hush  of  devotion 
And  peace  late  had  been ! 
With  clapping  of  hands  and  with  shrieks  of  delight 
The    sisters   were    running    from   left   and   from 

right ! 
With  hearts  all  a-flutter  and  gowns  all  a-fly, — 
With  tuckers  dishevelFd  and  bandeaus  awry, — 
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In  breathless  excitement  and  feverish  haste, — 
With  huiTy  and  scurry 
And  feminine  flurry, 
To  the  chamber  in  question  they  rush'd  and  they 

raced ! 
Those  whose  age  disallowed   such  a   rapid   pro- 
gression 
March'd  in,  double-file,  in  more  solemn  procession; 
Tho'  for  the  first  time  for  full  many  a  year. 
Good  Mother  Angelique,  aged  seventy-one, 
When  the  news  pierc'd  her  deafness,  attempted 
to  run, 
And  she,  at  a  hobble  decidedly  queer. 
But  as  eager  as  anyone,  brought  up  the  rear. 

Vert-Vert 

Sat  there. 

And  with  nonchalant  air 

Thro'  the  wires  of  his  cage  returned  their  stare. 

The  Pious  Parrot !  the  Holy  Bird ! 

(Such  the  ecstatic  remarks  he  heard.) 

His    handsome  appearance   they  praised    to   his 

face, — 
His  colour,  his  dignity,  form  and  grace ; 
And  when  the  delight  of  their  eyes  was  sated. 
For  a  like  delight  for  their  ears  they  waited. 
The  Prioress,  wishing  to  open  relations. 
Addressed  to  his  saintship  a  few  observations. 
He  gazed  at  the  lady,  then  open'd  his  beak ; — 
A  hush  fell  around, — he  was  going  to  speak ! 
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A  sentence  remember'd  flash'd  into  his  brain, 
Like  a  spent  shaft  reserv'd  to  do  service  again  : 
In  accents  deHberate,  callous  and  cool, 
Said  the  parrot :    "  Mon  Dieu  !  what  a  silly  old 
fool !  *' 

Excitement  electrical ! 

Faces  half  sceptical ! 

Shrinkings  and  gaspings ! 

Frenzied  arm-claspings ! 

Hands  rais'd  in  horror  and  breathless  dismay! 

The  scandalised  Prioress  fainting  away  ! 

Had  they  heard  rightly  ?    Could  ears  be  deceived  ? 

"  O    shame ! "    cried    a    sister,    most    dreadfully 

grieved. 
^^O  Brother!  can  language  like  this  bring  salvation? 
Art  thou  not  afraid  of  eternal  damnation  ?  " 
At  these  words  the  old  reprobate  caught  at  the 

last, 
Made  lately  familiar.     Loudly  and  fast, 
Like  a  devil-bird  ringing  its  changes  and  chimes. 
He  promptly  repeated  it  several  times ! 
Then  turning  each  phrase  from  his  learning's  new 

prize. 
He  damn'd   all   their   souls  and    he  damn'd  all 

their  eyes ; 
Then  rhymed  them  a  couple  or  so  of  his  verses, 
And  strung  off  a  dazzling  crescendo  of  curses  ! 
The  sisters  half  thought  he  was  talking  in  Greek 
As  the  terrible  expletives  danced  on  his  beak ! 
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Then  he  warm'd  to  his  work  with  a  zest  and  a 

will, 
And  reveird  in  blasphemies  shameful  and  shrill. 
He  swore  like  a  trooper,  he  raved  like  a  tinker. 
And  the  cheeks  of  the  sisters  grew  pinker  and 

pinker ! 
He   thunder'd    his   oaths    like   a    drink-frenzied 

sailor. 
And  the  cheeks  of  the  sisters   grew  paler  and 

paler ! 
He  opened  the  portals  of  hell  to  their  view, 
And   the    hearts   of  the    sisters    more    horrified 

grew ! 
And  the  final  unthinkable  things  that  he  said 
Would  have  shrivelled  their  souls, — but  the  sisters 

had  fled  ! 

What  words  can  express 

The  indignant  distress 

Of  the  excellent  nuns  and  their  good  Prioress  ? 

In  conclave  assembled 

Of  loud  condemnation. 
Their  voices  still  trembled 

With  wild  agitation. 
As    the   wretch — out   of    earshot — was    verbally 

trounced. 
And  his  sentence  of  banishment  promptly  pro- 
nounced. 
So,  fearing  infection,  and  wondering  much 
If  the  style  of  the  bird's  conversation  were  such 
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As  the  ladies  of  Nevers  had  taught  to  him,  they 
Sent  him  back  to  his  friends  without  thanks — or 

delay. 
When  on  his  return  he  proceeded  again 
To  give  a  performance  in  similar  strain, 
His   worshipping    slaves   almost    doubted    their 

sanity 
When  they  heard  his  prodigious  flow  of  profanity — 
His  eager  and  voluble  vociferation 
Of  blistering  oaths  and  obscene  objurgation  ! 
O  Heaven !  was  this  their  own  sweet  Sanspareil  ? 
Was  vice  so  victorious,  virtue  so  frail  ? 
O  !  what  could  their  teaching  so  quickly  supplant  ? 
Was  it  thus  that  they  spoke  at  the  convent  of 

Nantes  ? 
The  reverend  sisters  then  held  a  court-martial, 

From  which,  altho'  equally  griev'd  and  aghast. 
The  young  ones  were  barr'd  as  not  being  impartial. 
And  sentence  condign  on  the  culprit  was  pass'd. 
Their  fiat  was  spoken  : 
Three  months  of  unbroken 
Confinement  and  silence,  with  plainest  of  fare. 
Was  the   doom  of  the   once   pamper'd   darling, 

Vert-Vert. 

In  solitude  pining,  in  piteous  plight, 

With  no  one  to  talk  to  from  morning  till  night, — 

In  a  dismal  retreat, 

With  no  good  things  to  eat. 
The  prisoner  soon  became  very  contrite. 


VEBT-VERT  137 

He  forgot  all  his  lessons  in  language  profane, 
Which   pass'd   like   a   feverish    dream   from   his 

brain ; 
And   before    many  weeks   showed  such  signs    of 

repentance, 
That    his    judges    cormnuted    the    rest    of    his 

sentence. 
How   rapture  and  pride  thrill'd   again   in   each 

breast 
When  he  came  back  among  them  with  virtue 

unshamed ! 
How  the  chambers  were  drest 
For  occasion  so  blest ! — 

For  a  lov'd  one  restor  d  and  a  sinner  reclaim'd ! 
They  kiss'd  and  caressed  him ; 
With  dainties  they  press'd  him ; 
In  fact,  their  exuberance  really  distressed  him, 
Tho'  lately  too  rare  very  quickly  to  cloy ; 
Till,  Nature  distraught  by  such  surfeit  of  joy 
And  sweetmeats  delicious 
But  highly  pernicious. 
The  career  of  the  penitent  came  to  a  stop 
Thro*  an  overwrought  heart  and  an  overcharged 

crop. 
Then  the  smiles  and  rejoicings  were  changed  at 

a  blow 
To  tears  and  the  loud  lamentations  of  woe ; 
And    the   trophies   of  honour,   the   garlands   of 

bloom. 
As  funereal  emblems  were  laid  on  his  tomb. 
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His    tombstone    thus    speaks    him :    "  hic   jacet 

VERT-VERT, 

Of  Parrots  the  Paragon.     Naught  could  compare 
With    the    virtues    that    here    so    untimely   have 

perish'd. 
But  the  love  with  which  their  dear  possessor  was 

cherish'd. 
Not  lonely  lies  here  this  Illustrious  Bird ; 
For  the  hearts  that  beat  for  him  with  him  were 

interred." 
So  drop  we  a  tear ;  then  drop  we  the  veil ; 
So  ended  our  hero,  and  so  ends  my  tale. 
Should  you  doubt  of  its  truth  in  one  tittle  or  jot, 
Your    pilgrimage    make    to    that    rare- hallow' d 

spot — 
To  the  Convent  of  Nevers, 
Where,  precious  forever, 
You'll  see  in  a  casket 
(If  you  venture  to  ask  it) 
The  sacredest  relic  they  treasure,  I  ween, — 
Silk-cushion'd, — one  sleek  little  feather  of  green ! 


SONGS 


TWO  SINGERS 

A  WILD  bird  sang^  like  a  music-sprite, 
Of  the  fields   so    green    and   the    sun   so 
bright ; 
It  sought  no  praise  for  its  native  art, 
But  a  wanderer  listen  d  the  while  its  heart, 
Steep'd  in  the  joy  of  the  shimmering  skies, 
Outpour'd  its  rapturous  melodies  ; — 
Flung  to  the  winds  was  the  song  of  the  bird. 
But  'twas  caught  to  the  heart  of  the  one  who 
heard. 

A  Poet  sang  in  the  world  of  men. 
And  his  soul's  keen  music  thrill'd  his  pen. 
His  song  was  sweet  with  the  dreams  of  youth, 
And  warm  with  passion  and  strong  with  truth. 
Full  was  his  heart  as  the  blithesome  bird's. 
And  its  message  pulsed  in  the  winged  words ; — 
For  the  joy  of  the  singing  he  sang,  and  lo  ! 
His  song  set  the  heart  of  the  world  aglow ! 


lii 
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A  SONG  OF  LIFE 

WARP  of  joy  and  woof  of  pain  : 
This  is  Life — both  loss  and  gain, 
A  mingled  web,  a  tangled  skein. 

Yet  let  my  song  declare 

That  Life  is  fair. 
And  fair  the  world  to  which  our  flesh  is  born  ! 
(O,  hast  seen  the  may  afoam  upon  the  thorn  ?) 

O  Brothers,  let  our  eyes 

And  souls  make  Beauty  prize. 

And  Joy  ensnare ! 

For  Earth  is  fair ! 
(O,  the  luscious-scented  may  upon  the  thorn !) 

The  woodlands  gay  are  ringing 

With  the  sound  of  hidden  singing. 
And  the  may  is  foaming  white  upon  the  thorn ! 

Woof  of  care  and  warp  of  bliss : 
This  is  Life — to  gain  and  miss. 
Aspire  and  labour,  strive  and  kiss. 

Yet  let  my  song  declare 

That  Life  is  fair, 
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And    rich    the    heart    that    heeds    its    gracious 

tale! 
(O^  hast  seen  the  dawn  grow  golden  o'er  the 
vale  ?) 
O  Brothers,  let  the  gleam — 
The  sweet  of  Life  and  dream — 
Be  ours  to  share  ! 
For  Earth  is  fair ! 
(O^  the  dawn  that  brightens   splendid  o'er  the 
vale !) 
The  sunbeams  dance  and  quiver 
On  the  ripple-laughter'd  river, 
And  the  dawn  breaks  glad  and  golden  o'er  the 
vale! 

Warp  of  splendour,  woof  of  woe  : 
This  is  Life — to  come  and  go. 
The  fruit  to  pluck,  the  seed  to  sow. 

Yet  let  my  song  declare 

That  Life  is  fair ! 
There's  wisdom  in  its  vision  and  its  spell ! 
(O,  hast  seen  the  bluebell  sheen  the  dappled  dell  ?) 

O  Brothers,  let  us  know 

The  tingle  and  the  glow — 

The  largesse  rare 

Of  Earth  so  fair ! 
(O,  the  happy  bluebell  sheen  upon  the  dell !) 

The  sweetbrier  buds  are  breaking 

In  the  sunlit  greenwoods  waking. 
And  the  bluebell  blows  in  beauty  o'er  the  dell  I 
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Woof  of  grey  and  warp  of  gold  : 

This  is  Life,  and  as  of  old. 

Fate  weaves  the  tissue,  fold  on  fold. 

Yet  let  my  song  declare 

That  Life  is  fair  ! 
In  Beauty's  world  shall  brave  hearts  be  forlorn  ? 
(O,  hast  seen  the  poppy  crimson  in  the  corn  ?) 

O  Brothers,  let  us  strive 

To  keep  our  souls  alive 

And  debonair ! 

For  Earth  is  fair ! 
(O,  the  flaunting  poppy-faces  in  the  corn  !) 

Sweet  lips  of  love  and  laughter 

Woo  us  still,  whatever  comes  after. 
And  the  poppy's  glowing  crimson  in  the  corn ! 
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A  SONG-PHILOSOPHY 

LIFE  mingles  its  joys  and  its  sorrows. 
Its  smiles  and  its  laughter  and  tears  ; 
Dark  days  bring  their  brighter  to-morrows, 

And  Beauty  is  one  with  the  years. 
When  Joy's  summer  darkens  and  closes 
Life  sheds  not  each  blossom  it  bare ; 
Tho'  it  be  not  all  ^^  rapture  and  roses/' 
Ah  !  still  it  is  fair  ! 

The  stars  lend  their  love-light  and  laughter 

When  Day's  joy  of  sunshine  doth  fade  ; 
The  last  gleam  departed,  comes  after 

The  blessing  and  balm  of  the  shade  ; 
And  so  in  the  midnight  of  sadness, 

Life  yet  finds  a  benison  there ; 
Tho'  it  be  not  all  glory  and  gladness. 

Ah  !  still  it  is  fair  ! 

Earth  is  not  an  Eden,  nor  in  it 
May  Man  the  Joy  Perfect  attain ; 

Yet  still  shall  he  labour  to  win  it 
In  knowledge  of  pleasure  and  pain, 
lo 
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His  strife  hath  its  dream  and  its  leaven ; 

Love  still  hath  its  sun-glory  rare ; 
And  tho*  Life  yet  waits  for  its  heaven, 

Its  Star  glitters  fair ! 
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SONG* 

LIFE  is  short  and  Love  is  sweet  : 
Love — ah  !  hold  it  dear ! 
Arms  that  clasp  and  lips  that  meet 

Make  an  Eden  here. 
'Tis  a  bliss  shall  never  cloy — 

Fresh  and  rare  and  pure  : 
Know  its  beauty,  prize  its  joy, 
And  it  shall  endure. 

Love's  a  flow'r  that  grows  beside 

Paths  all  mortals  tread  : 
Pluck  it  in  its  fragrant  pride 

Ere  'tis  withered. 
While  sweet  Youth  yet  holds  its  bloom, 

Learn  its  mystery ; 
Keep  it  hallow'd  till  the  tomb 

Claims  thy  Love  and  thee. 


*  Included  in  **  New  Songs"  Anthology  of  Modem  Verse. 
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SONG* 

OWHAT  more  sweet  than  the  honied  flow'rs 
.      That  blush  to  the  wooing  wind  ? 
O,  what  more  dear  than  the  joy-brimm'd  hours 

In  memory  deep  enshrined  ? 
O,  what  more  pure  than  the  mountain  snows  ? 

More  true  than  the  stars  above  ? 
What  more  fair  than  the  heart  of  a  rose  ? 
What?  .  .  .  but  Love. 

O,  what  more  gentle  than  music's  breath  ? 

More  warm  than  the  sun,  noon-bright  ? 
O,  what  more  holy  than  Life,  or  Death — 

The  hush  of  eternal  night  ? 
O,  what  more  fierce  than  the  storm-wind  free, 

In  the  wide,  wild  heavens  above  ? 
More  vast,  more  deep  than  the  surging  sea  ? 

Ah !  what  ?  .  .  .  but  Love. 


Included  in  **  New  Songs  "  Anthology  of  Modern  Verse. 
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MY  LADY-LOVE 

I  LOVE  her  when  she's  blithe  and  gay — 
When  sunshine  in  her  eyes  doth  play,— 
My  Lady-love ! 
Yet  when  her  pensive  look  doth  tell 
The  graver  thought  that  there  doth  dwell, 
1  vow  I  love  her  just  as  well — 

My  Lady-love  !  my  Lady-love  ! 

I  love  her  when  she's  proudly  brave 
To  tell  the  love  to  me  she  gave, — 

My  Lady-love ! 
Yet  when  her  gentle  eyes  are  shy 
And  to  mine  own  their  depths  deny, 
Not  less  I  love  her ;  no,  not  I ! 

My  Lady-love !  my  Lady-love ! 

When  angel-traits  her  soul  reveals, 
Before  its  shrine  my  spirit  kneels, — 

My  Lady-love ! 
Yet  since  but  only  half  divine 
My  Sweet  may  be,  shall  I  repine  ? 
Her  womanhood  but  makes  her  mine ! 

My  Lady-love  !  my  Lady-love  ! 
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When  soft  with  love  her  voice  is  heard 
There's  music  in  her  every  word^ — 

My  Lady-love ! 
Yet  when  our  hearts  in  silence  thrill 
In  mutual  joy^  and  glances  fill 
The  place  of  speech,  I  love  her  still — 

My  Lady-love  !  my  Lady-love ! 

When  she  with  shy  or  ardent  kiss 
Claims  and  confesses  that  she  is 

My  Lady-love ! 
She  makes  the  earth  a  heaven  bright ; 
Yet  if  to  tease  she  takes  delight. 
She  still  is  gracious  in  my  sight — 

My  Lady-love !  my  Lady-love ! 

In  beauty's  bloom  I  know  her  now. 
And  dark-tress' d  is  her  girlish  brow, — 

My  Lady-love ! 
Yet  when  the  silver  there  I  see. 
And  youth  is  fled  from  her  and  me. 
My  life's  dear  comrade  still  shall  be 

My  Lady-love  !  my  Lady-love  I 
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WHEN  BEAUTY  SMILES 

WHEN  Beauty  smiles 
The  heart  beats  high^ 
And  her  sweet  wiles 
Glad  service  buy. 
Ah,  Beauty's  smiles  !  ah,  Beauty's  wiles ! 
They  sway  the  world  when  Love  beguiles ! 
Tho'  brief  the  hour, 
Joy  breaks  to  flow'r 
When  Beauty  smiles,  when  Beauty  smiles ! 


When  Beauty  frowns 

The  world  grows  drear  ; 
Despair  discrowns 

Delight  most  dear. 
At  Beauty's  frown  the  heart  bows  down, 
Youth's  love-lit  eyes  their  lustre  drown ; 

Love  hangs  his  head 

And  Joy  is  dead 
When  Beauty  frowns,  when  Beauty  frowns ! 
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May  Beauty  smile ! 

For  Life  is  brief; 
Its  dream  awhile 

Shall  banish  grief. 
Ah,  Beauty's  smile  !  ah,  Beauty's  smile  ! 
Ah  !  may  it  still  our  hearts  beguile  ! 

Joy's  golden  hour 

Brings  Love  to  flow'r : 
May  Beauty  smile  !  may  Beauty  smile  ! 
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THE  ROSE 

A  POET  bent  to  a  blooming  rose 
With  a  kiss  for  its  petals  fair, 
And  he  said^  ^^  You  are  lovely,  O  my  rose ! 
You  are  sweet  in  the  summer  air !  *' 

The  heart  of  the  rose,  was  it  coy  or  glad. 

Or  careless  ?     Who  can  tell  ? 
But  still  in  the  wind  its  scent  was  sweet, 

In  the  Poet's  heart  its  spell. 

The  blush  of  the  rose,  it  was  sweet  to  all 
Till  it  droop' d  with  the  dying  day ; 

But  its  beauty  bloom'd  in  the  Poet's  heart. 
Blossoming  there  for  aye  ! 
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THE  LILY  AND  THE  ROSE 

A  LILY  loved  a  Rose,  a  Rose, 
That  bloom' d  in  a  garden  fair, 
And  in  noonday's  hum  and  Night's  repose, 

It  sighed  to  the  secret  air 
Its  thoughts  and  dreams  of  the  Rose,  the  Rose, 
The  proud  and  splendid  crimson  Rose, 
So  cold  in  its  beauty  rare. 

The  Lily  sigh'd  for  the  Rose,  the  Rose, 
That  glow'd  in  the  summer  light ; 

But  from  Morning's  dawn  to  Even's  close 
No  zephyr  in  airy  flight 

Brought  sign  or  sigh  from  the  Rose,  the  Rose, 

The  proud  and  beautiful  crimson  Rose, 
To  the  Lily  so  sweet,  so  white. 

Yet  free  was  the  heart  of  the  Rose,  the  Rose, 

Which  all  unconscious  grew, 
Ol  the  far  faint  flow'r,  of  its  gentle  woes, 

Of  the  fragrant  soul  so  true. 
Alas !  for  the  heart  of  the  Rose,  the  Rose, 
Alas !  for  the  Lily  that  loved  the  Rose — 

The  Rose  that  never  knew ! 
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Then  someone  plucked  the  Rose,  the  Rose, 

To  throw  it  uncared  aside. 
And  it  fell  by  the  Lily,  so  close,  so  close. 

To  fade  in  its  bruised  pride. 
But  the  Lily  droop' d  to  the  Rose,  the  Rose, — 
Bent  so  pale  to  the  crimson  Rose, 

Which  knew,  at  the  last,  and  died. 


IG6  DREAMS  AND  REALITIES 


LOVE'S  ARROW 

CUPID,— tired  of  archery, 
Tired  of  his  own  surety, 
(Rarest  little  archer,  he  !) 
Sated  of  his  'custom'd  game, 
Of  his  own  unerring  aim, — 
A  random  shaft  like  a  silver  flame 
To  the  summer  sky  sped  free. 

Over  the  trees  and  away  it  flew ; 
Cupid  loosed  it  strong  and  true, 

(Merry  little  rascal,  he  !) 
Watch'd  it  take  its  upward  flight. 
Watch' d  it  curve  and  fall  from  sight, 
Laugh'd  in  mischievous  delight, 

Laugh'd  loud  in  his  madcap  glee. 

The  arrow  fell  to  the  meadow  grass ; 
Soon  there  came  a  dainty  lass, 

(Winsome  little  maiden,  she !) 
Knew  she  had  found  the  Love-god* s  dart. 
Smiled  to  think  of  its  magic  art, 
Dream'd  that  many  a  manly  heart 

To  her  charms  should  victim  be. 
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Many  a  lover  now  should  woo. 
Gazing  into  her  eyes  of  blue. 

(Flighty  little  damsel,  she !) 
"Now,"  she  thought,  "the  swains  shall  know 
The  shaft  is  sharp  without  the  bow, 
And  other  maids  shall  weep  for  woe. 

For  queen  of  Love  FU  be !  " 

Just  then  drew  a  gallant  nigh 
Who  well  pleased  the  maiden's  eye ; 

(Debonair  and  comely,  he  !) 
But  a  streamlet  ran  between, — 
Light  feet  tripp'd  where  the  bridge  was  seen  : 
"  Scarce  he'll  'scape  the  point,  I  ween. 

So  close  must  he  pass  by  me !  " 

On  the  bridge-rail  sat  the  lass, — 
Thought :  "  Not  scatheless  shall  he  pass ! 

( Weapon* d  by  Dan  Cupid,  I !)  " 
Closely  to  her  bosom  prest. 
Now  the  godling's  treasure  blest  , 

Pierced  her  own  soft  virgin  breast. 

And  fell  where  the  stream  flow'd  by ! 

Passing  now  by  the  blushing  fair, 

Frank  grey  eyes  met  with  fond  eyes  there ! 

(Bright  and  blue  as  heaven,  they !) 
The  lost  love-dart  sped  far  from  view. 
But  a  maiden's  glance  has  its  magic  too. 
And  the  arrowy  light  of  the  eyes  of  blue 

Shone  sweet  to  the  eyes  of  grey  I 
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Love-light  arrows  from  Beauty's  bow 
Wounded  hearts^  as  their  trophies  show. 

(Happy  in  that  wounding,  we !) 
What  tho*  the  god's  shaft  sped  away 
To  some  secret  place  where  the  waters  play, 
Love's  darts  the  eyes  of  a  maid  to-day 

Can  shoot  for  themselves,  you  see ! 
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CUPID  WOUNDED 

CUPID,  with  his  darts  a-playing, 
Slipped  and  pierced  his  own  young  breast, 
And  his  glances  went  a-straying, 
Of  some  damsel  fair  in  quest. 

Dream'd  he  that  he  kiss'd  and  crown  d  her ; 

Chaplets  ready  wrought  the  elf ; 
But  no  maid  appear'd  (confound  her !) 

So  he  wore  his  crown  himself 

Venus  in  her  silver  mirror 

Let  him  view  his  rose-crown'd  head  : 
"  Till  thou'st  found  a  sweetheart,  sirrah, 

Love  thine  own  delight,"  she  said. 

And  there's  many  a  youth  and  maiden. 

Ere  a  lover's  bliss  they  prove. 
Pluck  Joy's  roses,  dawn-dew-laden. 

Being  but  in  love  with  Love ! 


160  DREAMS  AND  REALITIES 


A  BALLAD  OF  THE  "OLD  BENBOW 

NOW  this  is  a  rhyme  of  the  olden  time. 
Of  the  days  of  long  ago. 
When  the  law  of  might  was  the  law  of  right, 

And  the  only  law,  I  trow. 
Writ  bold  in  the  statute  books  of  Crime, 
That  was  known  to  the  Old  Benbow  I 
Sing  hey  !  sing  ho  I 
Sing  hey  for  the  Old  Benbow  ! 

On  water  blue  the  pirate  crew 

Dealt  ruthless  death  and  woe. 
For  good  red  gold  to  win  and  hold 

With  weight  of  shot  and  blow. 
While  the  death's-head  flag  defiant  flew 
At  the  truck  of  the  Old  Benbow  I 
Sing  hey  I  sing  ho  I 
Sing  hey  for  the  Old  Benbow/ 

But  the  blackest  name  and  the  farthest  fame 

That  the  perilous  seas  did  know. 
And  the  fiercest  heart  and  the  boldest  part 

When  the  warm  life-blood  did  flow. 
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Their  leader,  old  Black  Dan,  could  claim, 
'Mong  all  on  the  Old  Benhow  / 
Sing  hey  !  sing  ho  I 
Sing  hey  for  the  Old  Benborv  / 

A  year  had  fled  since  the  Benbo7v  spread 

Her  sails  to  the  winds  that  blow 
O'er  the  Channel  tides,  where  the  guardship  rides 

And  the  freighters  come  and  go. 
And  keep  no  ward  and  know  no  dread 
Of  such  as  the  Old  Benhow  ! 
Sing  hey  !  sing  ho  ! 
Sing  hey  for  the  Old  Benhow  ! 

And  Black  Dan  swore  :  "  But  one  prize  more. 

And  then  for  England  ho ! 
In  every  boat  that  we  can  float 

Our  plunder  we  will  stow  ; 
And  ere  we  make  for  port  or  shore. 
We'll  scuttle  the  Old  Benhow  I 
Sing  hey  !  sing  ho  ! 
Sing  hey  for  the  Old  Benhow  ! 

Now  the  watchman  cries  :  "  Behold  your  prize  ! 

A  sail !  ahoy  !  below  !  " 
And  swift  they  race  on  the  flying  chase 

Which  nearer  soon  doth  show. 
Till  o'er  the  waves  there  quickly  flies 
A  ball  from  the  Old  Benhow  I 
Sing  hey  I  sing  ho  ! 
Sing  hey  for  the  Old  Benhow  I 
II 
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The  shot  rakes  sheer  thro*  mast  and  gear, 

And  now  like  a  stricken  doe, 
In  helpless  plight  the  prize  stays  flight 

And  waits  the  hunter's  blow : — 
And  they  may  sell  their  lives  but  dear 
Who  wait  for  the  Old  Bejihow  ! 
Sing  hey  I  sing  ho  I 
Sing  hey  for  the  Old  Benhow  J 


With  mast  overside,  the  London  Pride, 

Rich-laden  from  Vigo, 
With  merchandise  of  wine  and  spice 

Awaits  her  ruthless  foe  ; 
And  now  with  gun-ports  gaping  wide 
Up  sweeps  the  Old  Benbow  I 
Sing  hey  I  sing  ho  I 
Sing  hey  for  the  Old  Benbow  I 

'^  Now  yield  to  me  ! '' — in  fierce  glee 
Cries  Dan^ — ^^  and  strike  no  blow, 
Or  every  knave  shall  seek  his  grave 

In  the  ocean  mud  below  ! 
And  what  we  say  we  do !  '*  cries  he, 
"On  board  o'  the  Old  Benbow!'' 
Sing  hey  I  sing  ho  ! 
Sing  hey  for  the  Old  Benboiv  I 

Shall  threats  bring  fear  when  death  draws  near,- 

When  each  man  well  doth  know 
His  fate's  the  same  in  this  dread  game 

If  he  doth  fight  or  no  ? 
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"  Come  take  your  prize  !  " — Now  hark  the  cheer 
That  comes  from  the  Old  Benbow  f 
Sing  hey  !  sing  ho  ! 
Sing  hey  for  the  Old  Benbow  ! 

Now  woe  betide  the  London  Pride  ! 

The  words  submission  show. 
The  plunder's  got  with  one  fair  shot, 

And  Black  Dan's  eyes  do  glow  ; 
While  his  cut-throat  band  stand  armed  beside. 
On  board  o'  the  Old  Benbow  ! 
Sing  hey  !  sing  ho  I 
Sing  hey  for  the  Old  Benbow  ! 

But  do  those  bold  eyes  see  the  old  flag  rise 

And  out  from  the  halliard  blow  ? 
Or  the  smile  so  grim  on  the  face  of  him 

Who  leaps  with  a  shout  below  ? — 
" We  may  sink  as  you  say,  Black  Dan \''  he  cries, 
^^But  we'll  sink  with  the  Old  Benbow  f 
Sing  hey  1  sing  ho  I 
Sing  hey  for  the  Old  Benbow  ! 

Now  side  by  side  the  vessels  ride ; 

Away  the  boarders  go  ! 
But  a  steady  hand  with  a  lighted  brand 

And  a  brave  heart  down  below 
Make  an  end  of  the  fight  and  the  London  Pridcy 
And  an  end  of  the  Old  Benbow  ! 
Sing  hey  I  sing  ho  ! 
Sing  hey  for  the  Old  Benbow  ! 
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THE  iMOURNER 

O  MOURNER!    now    tell   me    why    bendest 
thou  so 
O'er  a  newly  made   grave,  with  such  aspect  of 
woe  ? 
Where  the  white  blooms  of  death 
Load  the  air  with  their  breath 
No  Wisdom  can  look  for  a  solace,  1  trow ! — 
Then  from  pale  lips  astrain 
Broke  the  wild  words  of  pain  : 
What  care  I  for  Wisdom  ?     My  Love  lies  below  ! 

O  Lover !  I  answered, — despair  not,  for  lo  ! 
Life   still    to    young    gallants    hath    largesse    to 
throw  ! 

The  wide  world  is  yet  fair 

With  a  loveliness  rare, 
And  Womanhood  still  hath  her  beauty  to  show ! — 

But  with  quick  scorn  of  eye 

Came  the  passionate  cry  : 
What  care  I  for  Beauty  ?     My  Love  lies  below  I 
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O  Lover !  yet  Fortune  doth  something  still  owe ! 
On  thy  hand  shines  a  jewel  whose  sparkle  and 
glow 

Show  thee  master  of  wealth  ; 

Youth  is  thine,  and  sweet  health  ; — 
Such  riches  may  pleasures  and  blessings  bestow  ! — 

But  the  tones  of  despair 

Thriird  again  on  the  air  : 
What  care  I  for  Riches  ^     My  Love  lies  below  I 

O  Lover !  be  not  thine  own  happiness*  foe  ! 

O  !  turn  from  this  numb,  tearless  sorrow,  and  know 

That  if  Earth  has  no  charm, 

No  Elysian  balm. 
Yet  Heaven  hath  graces  to  soften  thy  blow ! — 

But  with  quivering  sigh 

Came  the  hopeless  reply : 
What  care  I  for  Heaven  ?     My  Love  lies  below  ! 

O !  sad  is  my  soul  now  forever,  to  know 
That  lonely  heart's  sorrow  that  never  shall  go ! 

Thro*  my  thoughts  and  my  dreams 

Thrills  a  wild  voice  that  seems 
To  utter  again  those  strange  accents  of  woe  ; 

Still  haunting  my  brain 

With  the  mournful  refrain, 
The  unanswered  regret  of — My  Love  lies  below  ! 


SONNETS 


TO  SHAKESPEARE 

(Double  Sonnet) 

WHAT    genius    rivals    that    whose   sovran 
grace 
Inspires  the  high  and  splendid  vanity 
Of  men  quick-tongued  to  claim  a  common  race, — 

Ay !  proud  to  share  the  same  humanity  ? 
The  marvel-mind,  the  miracle  of  men, 

Proudly  our  England's  Shakespeare  we  acclaim  ; 
Who  witch'd  the  world  to  wonder  with  his  pen, 

And  drew  its  love,  more  precious  than  its  fame. 
To  his  great  soul,  serenely,  sweetly  strong. 

"  Time    and    the    Hour "    but   larger    honours 
bring 
To  him  who  in  the  hierarchy  of  Song 

Is  throned  arch-priest  and  crown'd  its  kingliest 
king. 
To    each    his    place    and    power,    his   pride   and 

throne : 
Sweet  Avon's  Bard  still  reigns  apart,  alone. 

What  airy  realms  and  what  sidereal  heights 
Of  fancy  did  his  winged  spirit  reach  ! — 
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Wrought  of  the  spheres'  high  music  what  delights, 

What    dewy    flow'rs    and    rapturous    stars    of 
speech ! 
His    god-gaze    search'd    the    human    mind   and 
heart, 

And  pierced,  sun-ray'd,  a  skyey  vast  of  thought ; 
And  lo !  he  shrined  his  vision  in  such  art 

As  set  on  Poesy's  brow  the  crown  she  brought. 
Imperial  England,  stretching  o'er  the  earth 

The  wide  dominions  of  her  pride  and  power. 
Boasts  yet  a  nobler  glory  in  his  birth 

Whose  matchless  genius  is  her  fairest  dower ; 
For  thrones  may  totter,  empires  wane  and  fall. 
While    Shakespeare's  very  dreams   outlast  them 
all! 
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TO  SHELLEY 

THOU  star-souFd  Seer!  thou  child  of  passion- 
ate Dream ! 
Poet  of  winds  and  clouds  and  radiant  flowers, — 
Of  all  things  free  and  fair ! — for  thee  the  hours. 

With  delicate  sweets  and  tingling  joys  a-teem. 

Made  Life  all  ecstasy :  thy  soul  supreme, 
Scorning  the  world,  upon  the  shining  tow'rs 
Of  lonely  thought  did  dress  its  magic  bow'rs, 

And  look'd  on  Truth  with  level  eyes  a-gleam  .  .  . 

Once  in  that  far,  calm,  cypress-shaded  close, 
I  stood  beside  the  grave  that  shrines  thy  dust. 

And  render*d  tribute  of  one  fair  glad  rose. 

Red  as  thy  ''  Heart  of  Hearts  "  *— (O  title  just !) 

And  a  pale  fiow'r  of  song  I  tender  now  .  .  . 

Shall    Love's    bloom    shame  the    stars    upon  thy 
brow  ? 


*  The  words  Cor  Cordium  are  inscribed  upon  the  poet's 
tombstone  at  Rome,  where  the  casketed  heart,  saved  from 
the  funeral  pyre  at  Pisa,  was  interred. 
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TO  GEORGE  BERNARD  SHAW 

OLYMPIAN  of  a  blind  and  pigmy  world ! 
You  walk  among  us  like  a  laughing  god, 
Spurning  the  miry  way  our  feet  have  trod. 
Mocking   our   idols    with    strange   Truth  strong- 

hurl'd — 
Bolts  of  keen  fire  with  rifted  clouds  enswirl'd 
Of  Irony  and  Humour.     Fool  and  clod 
See    you   stride   on,   full-vision'd,   while   they 
plod 
Their  murky  round,  with  little  wits  be  whirl' d  ; 
And  as  with  berserk  soul  and  prophet  eyes 
You  rend  the  veil  of  falsities  unguess*d, 

And    stretch   a    hand    to   mould   to   seemly 

shape 
Some  ancient  error, — then  doth  Folly  jape. 
Or,  hailing  you  a  lord  of  splendid  jest. 
Scoffs  at  your  stark  fanatic  sanities. 


POETRY  173 


POETRY 

SWEET  Spirit  of  immortal  song  and  scroll  I 
From  what  rare  essences  thy  being  springs. 
Ardent,  light-garmented,  with  flaming  wings 
And  mouth  melodious  !     Thou  art  the  whole 
Fragrance  and  glow  and  rapture  of  a  soul 
Striving  to  tell  its  high  imaginings, 
Its  dreams  and  passions,  as  a  bird  that  sings 
His  wild  wood  song,  some  heart — Man's,  God's — 

its  goal. 
And  when  in  Genius'  word  thy  life  is  caught. 
Wondrous  as  dawning  Love,  and  rich  as  wine, 
With   spell  of  charmed  gloom  or  lightning- 
bright, — 
How  haunting-sweet  thy  delicate  delight, 
Giving  to  human  speech  and  human  thought 
An  angel-touch  of  ecstasy  divine  ! 


174  DEEAMS   AND   REALITIES 


POESY  AND  LOVE 

EVER  the  glowing  page  of  old  Romance 
Tells  the  high  tale  of  Love's  adventuring  ; 

And  ever  Poesy  on  skyey  w  ing^ 
From  its  own  rapturous  heaven  doth  entrance 
Earth  with  its  Love-exultance.     In  the  dance 

And  festival  of  its  ne'er-passing  Springs 

For  ever  shall  the  star-crown'd  priesthood  sing 
The  hymn  of  Joy's  most  rare  inheritance. 
The  Poet  is  the  Prophet-priest  of  Love 

At  the  High  Altar  of  Eternal  Things  ; 
And  fired  with  his  glad  mission  from  above 

To  teach  Life  its  own  loveliness,  he  sings 
Its  triumph  and  its  mystery  divine. 
For  in  his  heart  is  set  its  holiest  shrine. 
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SUNSET 

HOW  Beauty  grieves  Desire  with  shy  adieu, 
Smiling  delight  from  her  celestial  lair, 

Into  the  eyes  whose  rapt  gaze  Hngers  there 
As  Day's  proud  lord  slow  passes  from  the  view, 
Witching  the  w  orld  with  pageants  rich  of  hue, — 

Flinging  his  gold  with  royal  largesse  rare 

Far  o'er  the  canopy  of  cloud  and  air, — 
Freaking  with  rosy  fire  the  rifted  blue 
That  westward  bends  above  the  landscape  calm, — 

Picturing  fantasies  of  faeiy  lands  : 
While,  sweetly  unaware  of  her  own  charm 

And  starry  loveliness,  the  still  Eve  stands 
Aloof; — till  Earth,  awe-hush'd  beneath  the  spell 
Of  Heaven's  dreaming,  sinks  to  dreams  as  well ! 
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BY  RYDAL  WATER— EVENING 

THE  evening  falls  on  Rydars  placid  lake, 
Which  in  the  golden  sunset  lies  a-gleam, 

As  splendid  as  some  god's  transcendent  dream. 
No  leafage  is  astir,  no  reed  a-shake, 
No  motion  doth  the  charmed  stillness  break, 

To  liquid  wavering  faints  the  ripples*  stream ; 

Only  strikes  down  a  sudden  arrowy  beam 
Aslant  to  where  the  shimmering  waters  take 
The  sky's  rich  ecstasy  to  light  the  sweep 

Of  shadow'd  isle  and  mountain.     In  their  fold 
Of  verdured  slope  and  silhouetted  steep 

They  lie  miraculous,  till  green  and  gold 
Melt  to  a  green  and  silver  twilight  dress, — 
A  solitude  of  breathless  loveliness. 
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THE  OCEAN 

MANY  are  Ocean's  moods,  and  ne'er  it  rests  : 
Now  gentle  breezes  lull  its  lazy  swell, 
And  now,  storm-madden'd,  to  a  wind-whipp'd 
hell 
It  lifts  its  billows  with  their  smoking  crests ; 
While  thro'  the  horror  of  the  darkness  quests 
The  terror  of  the  lightning's  hurtling  flame, 
Bolt  upon  hurrpng  bolt,  as  tho'  the  same 
Blind    rage  fill'd    earth's   and    sky's  age-mamed 

breasts. 
Yet,  when  Sea  smiles  to  Heaven,  each  to  each 

A  sapphire  mate,  or  with  rude  joy  a-rife, 
It  flings  an  emerald  treasure  on  the  beach 

And  pelts  the  cliffs  with  diamonds,   then  its 
strife 
Is — like  a  woman's  trespass,  at  her  wiles — 
Forgotten,  in  the  beauty  of  its  smiles. 
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THE  MESSAGE  OF  THE  FLOWERS 

THE  love  of  beauty  is  a  thing  divine — 
The  souFs  instinctive  homage  to  its  God. 

As  if  to  mark  where  angel-feet  have  trod 
Upon  the  conscious  earth,  its  florets  shine 
In  their  miraculous  Poet-rapture  fine 

Of  bells  and  stars  and  buds  of  blossomed  pride, 

And  with  their  glory's  message  seem  to  guide 
Man's  groping  reason  to  a  high  Design. 
On  bank  and  field,  in  bow'rs  of  prouder  bloom, 
Folded  in  loveliness  and  soft  perfume. 

Love,  like  a  dewdrop,  hides  in  every  flow'r — 
Caught  to  its  glowing  heart  and  petals  pearl' d ; 

And,  deathless,  fills  its  temple  of  an  hour 
To  breathe  a  hint  of  Heaven  to  the  world. 
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THE  SWEET  INVADER 

WHEN,  wooing  Nature's  benison  of  sleep, 
The  soul  would  share  the  silver  dream 
of  Night,— 
When  every  winking  star  appears  a  sprite 
Show'ring  enchantments  from  the  purple  deep, — 
The  glamour'd  dusk  and  solemn  silence  steep 
The  mind  in  languorous  ease,  which  soon  doth 

quite 
Slide  to  oblivion,  while  Care  takes  flight. 
And  kind  Forgetfulness  its  place  doth  keep. 
Thought,  swooning  from  her  throne,  unsceptred 
seems ; 
For,  soft  of  foot,  with  poppy-wreathed  brows. 
Usurping  shadows — shapes  of  flitting  Dreams — 

Steal  in  upon  the  senses  as  they  drowse 
Unsentineird,  dim-bower  d  from  the  light ; 
And  Slumber's  kiss  soft-seals  her  sweet  "Good- 
night/' 
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MELANCHOLY 

TO  wild-eyed  Sorrow  Earth  is  dark  and  bare. 
But  to  her  sister  Melancholy  shows 

A  twilight  charm  of  veil'd  and  shadowy  woes — 
An  opal  dusk  that  knows  no  night  of  Care, 
But  leaves  Life  glimmeringly,  wanly  fair : 

Whose  Joy  dies  not,  but,  like  a  drooping  rose. 

Doth  still  a  listless  loveliness  disclose. 
And  faintly  scents  the  gloom-enchanted  air. 
E'en  Beauty's  self  may  call  those  cloudy  wings 

To  shade  the  soul  in  sadnesses  half  sweet ; 
And  in  her  dim  dream-bow' rs  are  whisperings 

And  sighs  of  minor  music  exquisite. 
Yea,  they  best   know   Joy's   soul   and   Beauty's 

bliss 
Who  have  known,  too,  soft  Melancholy's  kiss. 
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THE  BIRTH  OF  PAIN 

IN  nether  Space  encountered  spirits  twain 
Amid  the  Vast,     Spake  one  :  ^^  Afar,  a  fair 
New  world  is  born,  and  to  that  world  I  bear 
The  gift  and  dow'r  of  Joy,  and  with  it  fain 
Would  bear  from  thee  such  gift  as  thou  would'st 
deign." 
Bright  from  the  other*s  starry  eyes  there  brake 
A  light  of  mystic  meaning  as  she  spake. 
Low-voiced  :  "  Bear  from  me  the  gift  of  Pain  ; 

For  thereby  shall  thy  Joy  seem  doubly  sweet. 
And    Man    be    sternly   bless'd    and    chastened. 
Yea,— 
Tho'    Sorrow    question,   Love   shall    under- 
stand. 
So  take  thou  Joy  and  Pain  in  either  hand  : 
By  our  two  gifts  shall  Life  be  made  complete." 
And  smiling  soft,  she  pass'd  upon  her  way. 
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TO  DEATH 

SLAYER  of  Life !     Night  of  our  pulsing  days  ! 
Fulfilment^    not    destruction,    shapes    thy 
law ! 
E'en  while  thy  banners  of  relentless  war 
Flaunt  o'er  its  trophies,  thy  dread  hand  repays 
With  cosmic  gift  in  dim,  mysterious  ways. 

Thou  pluckest  from  Spring's  brow  her  coronal, — 
But  so  the  festal  Summer  comes,  with  all 
Her  richer  bliss,  to  pass  in  Autumn's  blaze 
Of  glory  and  of  mellow  fruitfulness. 

All,  all  dost  thou  despoil ;  but  once  again 
New  life,  new  beauty  burgeons.     Quick  with 
thee 
The  daedal  ages  change.  ...  At  last  we  guess 
That  Beauty's  self  was  shaped  in  thy  decree  ; 
Yea,  gods  we  sired  shall  walk  on  dust  of  men ! 
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REVELATION 

ONCE  to  young  Paris  did  three  goddesses 
Reveal  their  secret  beauty  and  dehght, 
Enravishing  his  eyes  with  radiant  sight 
Of  charms  that  mortal  view  did  rarely  bless — 
A  splendour  of  divine  proud  nakedness. 
And  as  to  him  of  Troy  this  wonder  bright 
And  gracious  joy  was  given,  a  vision-light 
Shines  for  the  Poet :  all  Earth  may  possess 
Of  Beauty,  Truth,  and  Love,  in  triune  thrall 
And  immortality,  are  his  to  know  ; 

And  all  their  unveil'd  glory  shining  thro' 
His  soul  intent,  his  song  doth  seek  to  show. 
The  world  shared  not  the  charms  that  Paris 
knew  : 
The  Poet's  vision  is  the  prize  of  all. 


ENVOY 

AND  now  my  song  is  sung^  my  word  is  said, — 
My  errant  sword  is  sheathed,  my  arrow  sped. 
Go  forth,  ye  little  sheaf  of  rhymed  words  ! 
Take  wing,  O  little  flight  of  singing-birds. 
With  whatsoe'er  is. thine  of  minstrel-gain — 
Of  Truth  and  high  Desire,  for  Beauty  fain, — 
Of  Passion  and  of  Joy, — of  Dream  and  Will, 
Match' d  in  white  scorn  of  tyrant  Wrong  and  111 ! 
Shall  I  not  strive,  with  those  of  mightier  line, 
Part  of  Life's  infinite  secret  to  divine — 
To  sing  its  wonder-song  as  best  I  may, — 
To  paint  the  pageant  of  the  shining  Day 
And  Night's  high  glittering  argentry  of  stars, — 
To  pluck  Dawn's  rose  and  scale  the  sunset-bars  ? 
The  rose's  sweet,  the  sunset's  gold,  is  fee 
Requiting  those  of  Song's  glad  company. 
Who  hold  the  earth  a  pebble  in  the  hand 
And  know  as  miracle  a  grain  of  sand. 
And  here  and  there,  perchance,  a  heart  may  beat 
In  waken' d  rhythm,  finding  fair  or  meet 
Some  vision-shape  that  Art's  quick  sense  hath 

caught 
In  Fancy's  star-web  or  the  amber'd  thought 
Of  Poesy ;  perchance  some  soul  shall  glow 
And  tingle  in  the  wide  world's  come-and-go, 
Clasping  across  estranging  Space  and  Time 
The  spirit  flesh'd  within  the  Singer's  rhyme. 
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